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THE  BICKNELLS 


N  connectidii  with  this  volume  and  the 
Bicknell  coat-of-anns  prefacing  its  con- 
tents, it  is  ]ierhaps  not  inappropriate  to 
state  briefly  the  origin  of  the  Bicknell  family  in  this 
ct)untry.  In  1635,  Zachary  Bicknell,  an  English 
naval  officer,  his  wife  Agnes,  and  his  son  John, 
came  to  this  country  and  settled  in  Weymouth, 
Massachusetts.  Zacharv  died  one  year  later,  thus 
leaving  his  son  John,  from  whom  sprung  the 
numerous  progeny  bearing  the  Bicknell  name  now 
scattered  from  ocean  to  ocean  and  from  the  lakes  to 
the  gulf. 

In  1S79,  a  reunion  of  the  Bicknell  family  then 
living  in  the  United  States,  took  place  in  Wey- 
mouth, when  the  Bicknell  Family  Association  was 
organized.  Enthusiasm  ran  high,  the  result  of 
which  was  the  publishing,  in  1880,  of  a  ninety-six 
page  volume,  containing  order  of  exercises  at  the 
reunion,  address  of  welcome  by  Hon.  Thomas  W. 
Bicknell,  of  Boston,  president  of  the  association, 
address  by  Hon.  George  A.  Bicknell,  M.  C  of 
Indiana,  reading  of  original  poems,  an  original 
hymn,  and  a  brief  history  of  the  Bicknell  family. 

The  design  for  the  Bicknell  coat-of-arms  belongs 
to    the     Bicknells     of    Spring    Garden    Terrace    of 


London,  and  may  be  properly  claimed  as  ours. 
The  adoption  of  this  particular  crest  or  shield  does 
not  preclude  the  possible  or  probable  existence  of 
other  emblems  in  the  possession  of  other  members 
of  our  family,  both  in  England  and  America.  Its 
characteristic  beauty  is  worthy  of  note. 


At    the    Bicknell    famih'    reunion 
mouth,   Massachusetts,  September  2 


held    at    Wey- 
2,  iSSo,  the  fol- 


lowing hymn  was  sung  at  the  close  of  the   exercises 
in  the  church,  before  adjournment  for  dinner:  — 

FAMILY   HYMN 


Tune  —  "  America  ' 


Joyful  we  gather  liere, 

With  brimming  hearts  to  cheer. 

Each  kinsman  new. 
From  north  and  south  and  west, 
Clrateful  for  favors  blest. 
We  come,  in  lovinsj;  quest, 

This  scene  to  view,  — 

Our  family,  returned 

To  this  old  home,  where  burned 

The  earliest  fire. 
Which,  on  this  northern  strand 
To  warm  their  Pilgrim  band, 
Was  kindled  by  the  hand 

Of  our  Grandsire. 


That  warmth  can  ne'er  depart 
From  any  loyal  heart 

That  owns  our  name. 
Unquenched  by  time  or  space. 
By  Heaven's  sustaining  grace. 
In  every  age  and  place. 

It  burns  the  same. 

When  Christmas  time  is  near. 
We  seek  the  homes  so  dear, 

.At  Love's  glad  call, — 
So,  on  this  autumn  day. 
The  summons  we  obey. 
And  come  in  full  array. 

Each  greeting  all. 


Kight  welcome  to  this  place  ! 
Welcome  each  cousin's  face, 

Fruit  of  OUR  tree! 
Hail  to  each  new  found  friend  ! 
May  heaven  its  bounty  lend, 
And  may  success  attend 

Our  JUHILEE. 

—  Al/n-d  Bicknell,  Afe/n>sf,  Mass. 
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HIS    CHILDHOOD    HOURS 


THE  MISSION  OF  THIS  BOOK 


OT  long'  after  our  boy  was  taken  from  us,  I 
found  myself  in  a  study  to  know  what  he 
would  have  me  do  for  him  now  that  he 
is  gone.  His  ambition  in  life  was  to  become  an 
author  and  a  man  of  letters.  Thus  I  feel  sure  that 
in  no  other  wa\-  can  I  so  fully  do  his  bidding  than 
to  record  his  efforts  toward  preparing  himself  for 
such  a  life,  and  the  evidence  he  left  of  promised 
success  in  his  chosen  profession  had  he  been 
permitted  to  live. 

This  book  is  for  private  circulation.  It  is  a 
tribute  to  his  purity,  brilliancy,  and  manliness; 
especially  intended  for  his  many  admiring  friends. 
This  is  why  I  have  allowed  myself  to  dwell  upon  his 
pure-minded,  brilliant  life  to  such  an  extent  as  might 
make  it  appear  overdone  to  readers  who  did  not 
know  him.  The  mission  of  this  book  is  to  carry 
out  this  idea,  and  it  is  placed  in  the  hands  of  his 
friends  as  a  monument  to  his  memory. 

In    a    savings    bank   in    Lawrence   he  left  a  snug 


little  sum  of  monev,  a  portion  of  which  he  earned 
when  a  small  bov  with  his  little  printing  press. 
Knowing  how  intensely  eager  he  was  to  pay  his  bills 
with  his  own  earnings,  and  with  my  desire  to  make 
this  a  gift  to  his  friends  with  all  credit  to  himself, 
the  cost  of  its  publication  will  be  paid  in  part  with 
his  own  savings.  I  ask  you  in  his  name  to  accept 
it  as  a  gift  direct  from  him.      May  its  pages  keep  his 


memory  dear 


L.\wREN-cE,  Massachusetts 
1905 


Edmund  Bicknell. 


3oij  !  51?ipinatc,  3'-"^H  ' 
ploa5o^  to  my  soul  at  ^eatb  3  cry 
(Dur  life  is  clo5C^,  our  life  bcgiitb ; 
Cl1]c  loita,  loua  anchoraao  ivc  Icarc, 
ilbc  ship  is  clear  at  last,  sbo  leaps  ! 
5be  suiiftUj  courses  from  tbe  sbore. 

~Sou  !  Sbipmate,  ~s*-'^y  ' 


—  IPbitinan 


NoTB.  —  The  reason  why  the  above  occupies  this  prominent  position  is  because 
Ralph  was  an  ardent  admirer  of  Wliiinian's  works,  and  particularly  because  this 
little  gem.  among  all  his  memonzed  quotations,  was  his  favorite  during  his  last 
sickness.  He  would  recite  this  verse  aloud  repeatedly  when  his  nervous  condi- 
tion was  almost  unbearable.  From  it  he  seemed  to  gain  such  sweet  inspiration 
and  such  promises  of  relief  and  cheer  as  would  soothe  his  nerves  and  beget 
renewed  patience  and  courage. 


BRIEF  HISTORICAL  SKETCH 


|AI,PH  Edmund  Bicknell  was  born  in  Law- 
rence, October  31,  1S81.  He  passed  to 
the  great  unknown  March  31,  1904.  In 
this  brief  historical  sketch  of  his  short  stay  with 
us  in  this  life,  I  shall  strive  to  prevent  the  mixing  of 
eulogy  with  historical  facts. 

From  his  birth  until  fourteen  \-ears  of  age  we  had 
considered  him  a  healthful  bov.  The  fact,  however, 
that  he  was  a  small  eater  and  a  light  sleeper  caused 
some  fear,  and  yet  we  hoped  that  this  handicap 
to  a  strong  and  vigorous  manhood  would  be  out- 
grown. During  his  last  vear  in  scht)ol  he  was 
business  manager  of  the  "  Essex  School  Journal  ", 
in  the  columns  of  which  many  articles  appeared 
from  his  pen.  This  little  magazine  was  said  to  be 
the  only  publication  of  its  kind  issued  by  any 
grammar  school  in  the  United  States.  It  certainly 
was  a  marvel  of  excellence,  considering  the  vouth 
of  its  editorial  and  business  staffs. 

His  enthusiasm  for  his  next  step  in  the  high  school 
was  intense.  E\en  at  this  youthful  age  his  ambition 
for  education  knew  no  bounds.  The  anticipated 
happy  event  of  his    graduation    from   the   grammar 
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scliool,  commanding  as  he  die!  the  admiration  of 
every  teacher  in  Iiis  school  Hfe,  was  not  realized, 
though  he  received  his  diploma  with  all  the  honor 
therewith  connected.  It  was  in  March  preceding 
graduation  that  what  has  proved  to  be  his  fatal 
stroke  came,  to  blast  all  his  hopes  and  dreams  of  a 
happy  and  useful  future.  He  took  a  sudden  and 
severe  cold  which  seemed  to  cut  him  down  almost  as 
suddenly  as  does  the  keen  edge  of  the  scythe  cut 
down  the  grass.  We  took  him  to  the  office  of 
our  family  physician,  who  examined  his  condition 
thoroughly,  his  lungs  especially.  When  I  have  for- 
gotten all  else,  I  shall  still  remember  the  sad  look  on 
Dr.  Lougee's  face  (for  he  loved  Rali)h)  when  he  had 
finished  and  said  to  me,  "  Take  this  boy  to  the  best 
lung  specialist  in  Boston  and  follow  his  ad\ice." 

No  time  was  lost  in  doing  so,  and  Dr.  Knight,  of 
Boston,  gave  us  a  written  report  of  the  result  of  the 
examination,  which  was  sad  indeed.  Onlv  a  few 
days  previous  he  had  seemed  to  us  so  strong, 
healthful,  ambitious,  and  always  so  purelv  good  that 
we  could  think  only  of  success  for  his  future  and 
the  joy  that  would  come  to  us  in  after  \-ears  because 
of  him.  Now  it  almost  seemed  he  had  been  taken 
from  us.  Following  Dr.  Knight's  advice,  in  less 
than  one  week,  in  May,  US96,  we  left  business, 
home,  everything  clear,  and  our  whole  family  was  on 
the  way  to  California,  there  to  see  to  it  that   Ralph 

iS 


should  eat,  drink,  sleep,  and  live  continuouslv  in  the 
open  air.  Pasadena  was  our  headquarters.  Secur- 
ing there  the  best  medical  advice,  we  went  directly 
into  the  heart  of  the  Sierra  Madre  Mountains,  4000 
feet  above  sea  level  and  built  a  cloth  tent,  in  which  we 
lived  for  five  months. 

That  troubles  never  come  singly  we  were  forced 
to  realize  during  these  five  months.  Almost  in  the 
twinkling  of  an  eye  Ralph's  dear  little  baby  brother, 
then  only  nine  months  old,  was  taken  from  us. 
Our  cup  of  grief  was  now  more  than  full.  The 
little  one  was  very  dear  to  Ralph.  The  absence  of 
his  sweet  smiles  and  charming  presence  in  our  camp 
life  was  keenly  felt,  so  keenly  that  the  effect  on 
Ralph's  condition  was  depressing. 

Winter  drawing  near  we  came  down  from  our 
mountain  home,  leasing  a  cottage  in  the  foothills  at 
Altadena,  where  we  remained  during  the  winter. 
The  location,  climatically  and  otherwise,  was  charm- 
ing in  the  extreme,  surrounded  by  roses  and  other 
flowers  in  great  variety,  orange  orchards  and  fruits  of 
many  varieties.  Let  me  quote  from  a  letter  which 
I  wrote  on  January  16,  at  Altadena,  and  which  was 
published  in  "  The  Lawrence  Telegram  "  :  "  The 
wilderness  of  orange  and  lemon  trees,  shrubs  and 
plants  is  laden  with  golden  fruit  and  blossoms. 
The  air  is  sweetened  with  the  perfume  of  orange 
and    lemon    blossoms,    roses,  and   heliotrope.      The 
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breakfast-table  is  beautified  by  large  bouquets  of 
roses,  the  size  of  which  is  measured  only  by  the 
patience  of  the  individual  who  cuts  them.  Both 
doors  of  the  dining-room  are  wide  open,  allowing  the 
pure,  sweet-scented  morning  air  to  circulate  at  will. 
The  perfume  of  orange  and  lemon  blossoms,  roses, 
and  other  flowering  shrubs,  is  almost  sickening." 

Securing  two  saddle  horses,  much  of  our  time 
was  spent  horseback  riding.  "  Roughing  it  "'  was 
the  doctor's  orders,  in  accordance  with  which  a 
camping-out  trip  to  the  Yosemite  Valley  was 
arranged.  A  "  prairie  schooner  "  was  secured,  fitted 
and  furnished  for  board  and  lodging  on  wheels.  In 
April,  1897,  after  the  rainy  season  was  over,  our  two 
saddle  horses  were  hitched  to  the  prairie  schooner 
and  the  start  was  made. 

The  experience  of  this  trip  was  interesting,  in- 
structive, and  trulv  grand.  Ralph  was  the  "  chef  "' 
for  the  expedition,  which  duties  he  performed 
cheerfully,  methodically,  and  satisfactorily.  He 
was  extremely  methodical  in  all  his  life's  doings. 
The  trip  covered  1 1 70  miles,  consuming  just  fifty 
days  time.  Illustrated  letters  written  to  the  "  Pasa- 
dena Daily  Star  "  while  en  route  are  published  in 
this  book.  The  dear  boy  never  while  he  lived 
ceased  to  enjoy  the  memory  of  this  fifty  days  ex- 
perience. Who  can  say  that  its  sweet  memory  will 
ever  cease  to  give  him  joy. 
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Fourteen  months  in  California  and  we  returned 
to  Lawrence,  arriving  on  July  5.  During  the  re- 
mainder of  1S97,  and  until  October,  189S,  his  time 
was  spent  at  home  in  Lawrence,  at  Ogunquit  Beach, 
and  Conway,  N.  H.  From  October,  1S9S,  until 
Januarv,  1899,  accompanied  by  his  mother,  he  was 
at  "  The  Home  "  in  Denver,  Colorado,  which  in 
rcalitv  is  a  first-class  hotel  designed  for  the  comfort 
and  welfare  of  health  seekers.  By  his  doctor's 
advice,  and  to  escape  the  unpleasantness  and  danger 
of  spring  weather  in  Colorado,  they  went  to  Gaud- 
alahara,  Mexico,  returning  to  Colorado  Springs  in 
May,  1S99,  where  they  remained  until  autumn, 
returning  to  Lawrence  in  October.  From  then  until 
January,  1900,  Ralph  spent  his  time  at  home  in 
Lawrence,  when  he  again  went  to  Colorado  Springs. 

This  was  his  first  venture  alone  in  the  West. 
Only  voung  men  who  have  been  driven  from  home 
sick  and  alone,  can  know  the  severe  test  to  their 
courage  such  a  parting  gives.  Only  parents  who 
thus  part  with  their  only  child,  can  know  the  grief 
of  the  parting  or  the  constant  anxiety  which  follows. 
The  fact  however,  that  Ralph  was  a  marvel  of 
courage,  and  that  his  fi<rht  for  life  knew  no  bounds, 
served  in  a  measure  to  soften  the  grief.  He  had 
now  studied  the  features  of  different  Colorado 
health  resorts,  until  he  was  satisfied  that,  all  things 
considered,   Colorado   Springs  should   be   his  "  cure 


chasing  home  ",  as  he  called  it.  In  July  following- 
he  had  a  serious  attack  of  typhoid  nature.  It  was 
so  serious  that  his  mother  and  I  went  to  him. 
Colorado  Springs  is  nearly  6000  feet  above  sea  level. 
For  a  change  his  doctor  advised  us  to  take  him  to 
Manitou  Park,  a  favored  health  resort  in  the  moun- 
tains, 1500  feet  higher  than  Colorado  Springs. 

When  we  had  secured  a  place  and  moved  him  to 
Manitou  Park,  I  returned  to  Lawrence,  leaving  his 
mother  to  nurse  and  care  for  liim.  Here  they  re- 
mained nearly  three  months,  when  they  came  down 
from  their  mountain  home  to  locate  at  Colorado 
Springs  for  the  winter.  Ralph  was  now  so  much 
impro\-ed  tliat  his  mother  came  home  in  December. 
Each  year,  during  his  eight  years  of  sickness  he 
improved  in  the  cold  weather,  and  each  year  his  hot 
weather  "set  back"  was  greater  than  the  gain  in 
cold  weather.  In  April,  1901,  his  mother  was  called 
to  him  again.  Tlie  high  altitude  had  so  wrought 
on  his  nervous  system  that  his  doctor  now  advised 
that  his  mother  go  with  him  again  to  California, 
where  they  arrived  April  ::i.  .After  two  months  in 
California  they  returned  to  Colorado  Springs,  and 
again  went  into  the  mountains  at  Manitou  Park, 
where  they  arrived  June  jS.  After  securing  good 
accommodations  for  him,  his  mother  left  him  again 
for  our  home  in  Lawrence.  There  he  remained 
until    September,    when    his    condition    had   so   im- 
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proved  that  he  came  home  to  Lawrence,  arriving 
October  i. 

This  was  his  last  liome  visit.  It  was  during  this 
home  visit  that  the  photo  was  talvcn  from  which  the 
reprt)duction  was  made  that  appears  as  frontispiece 
in  this  book.  That  likeness,  so  good  of  him,  shows 
that  he  was  at  that  time  the  picture  of  health.  How 
deceptive  !  The  dear  boy's  life  even  then  was  day 
by  day  being  cut  down  by  that  terrible  disease, 
tuberculosis.  The  best  of  care,  with  an  abundance 
of  nourishing  food,  had  kept  for  him  an  outward 
healthful  appearance. 

December  2d,  he  again  started  for  Colorado 
Springs.  This  time  he  secured  a  room  opening  on 
a  large  piazza,  where  he  slept  in  the  open  air  nights 
with  no  regard  to  weather  conditions.  In  addition 
to  an  abundance  of  bed  clothes,  a  large  fur  robe  was 
on  his  bed.  With  his  person  clad  in  the  warmest 
night  robes  and  bed  socks  possible  to  obtain,  and 
with  a  home-made  nightcap  covering  head  and  face 
to  prevent  freezing,  leaving  breathing  holes  only, 
there  he  slept  in  all  kinds  of  weather,  many  nights 
with  the  thermometer  below  zero. 

The  following  July  his  annual  "  set  back  "  came, 
and  a  despatch  came  from  his  doctor  at  Colorado 
Springs  for  his  mother  to  again  go  at  once.  This 
time  the  doctor  advised  as  a  change  that  they  go  to 
the    mountain    foothills    near    Palmer    Lake,    get  a 


cottage,  tliat  they  might  be  alone,  so  his  mother 
could  get  for  him  the  best  of  nourishing,  food  and 
cook  it  herself  to  his  taste.  As  in  previous  years  the 
change  caused  rapid  improvement.  On  October  ist 
they  said  good-bye  to  their  last  mountain  home,  and 
came  down  to  "The  Springs"  once  more  to  settle  in 
winter  quarters.  Ralph  had  now  so  much  improved 
that  in  the  latter  part  of  October  he  felt  reconciled 
to  have  his  mother  come  home  again.  He  was  now^ 
at  the  private  boarding  house  of  Mr.  A.  F.  Holt, 
formerly  druggist  in  Hroadway,  Lawrence.  That 
he  was  left  with  Lawrence  friends  Avho  would  take 
an  interest  in  him,  partially  relieved  our  anxiety. 
Ten  more  long  months  of  monotonous  vet  patient 
and  heroic  "cure  chasing"  and  the  last  stroke  came, 
from  which  he  never  rallied. 

Lt  August,  1903,  he  had  an  attack  of  typhoid 
fever,  when  his  mother  was  again  called  to  his  bed- 
side.  The  best  effort  in  medical  skill  bv  his  faithful 
doctor,  together  with  the  joy  of  his  mother's  pres- 
ence, and  her  tender  care  and  tireless  nursinar,  soon 
drove  aw-ay  the  fever,  but  the  effect  on  his  strength 
and  wasted  form,  after  eight  3'ears  of  constant  fight- 
ing, was  too  much  to  be  overcome.  Seven  long 
months  of  the  sweetest  patience,  unbounded  grati- 
tude, and  most  heroic  reconciliation  ever  put  forth 
by  man,  and  the  end  came. 

No  warrior  or  "eneral  ever  foucrht  a  braver  battle. 
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None  deserve  greater  praise  for  heroism.  Had  his 
case  been  simply  disease  of  the  lungs  a  complete 
cure  would  have  long  since  been  accomplished.  It 
was  the  many  complications,  all  of  a  tubercula  nature, 
that  baffled  every  effort  to  bring  about  a  cure. 

Who  can  say  that  the  victorv  he  has  gained  is 
not  many  times  greater  than  would  have  been  the 
cure  for  which  he  so  desperately  fought. 


All  our  duties  arc   iiillihi   our   ri'iich. 
Let    iix   l<irc   mill   liilior. 

Let  IIS  iriiit  mill  irork. 

Li't   11.1  cultivate  courage  and  cheerfulness  — 
open    our  hearts    to    the    good  —  our    minds 
to   the   true. 
Let    IIS   lire  J'ree   lives. 

Ia'I    us  hope   that   the  J'uture   n-ill 
hring  jieaee  anil  joi/. 
.Ihore  all  let  iis  pieserre   the  veraciti/  of  our  souls. 

—  Iiiifersull 


Note — All  quotations  made  in  this  book  are  Ralph's  own  selections.  They  are 
taken  from  the  blank  leaves  of  his  several  diaries,  copied  tlierein  in  hib  own 
handwriting. 
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HIS  PURE  AND  BRILLIANT  MIND 


N  connection  with  this  historical  sketch  of 
Ralph's  life,  it  seems  to  me  fitting  that 
words  should  be  spoken  eulogistic  of  his 
patient,  brilliant,  pure-minded,  energetic,  sympa- 
thetic, and  heroic   nature. 

Would  that  I  were  capable  of  doing  justice  to 
that  task.  While  considering  his  active  brain,  his 
babyhood  cannot  be  forgotten.  As  I  said  in  his 
"brief  history",  he  was  always  a  light  sleeper. 
When  a  child  in  the  cradle  he  would  seem  to  be  in 
a  sound  sleep  and  wide  awake  in  the  twinkling  of 
an  eye.  Awakening  from  a  sound  sleep  his  eyes 
would  open  wide  as  if  worked  bv  an  automatic 
machine,  without  a  yawn,  or  a  movement  of  a  limb. 
So  lightly  did  he  sleep  that  it  seemed  he  could  feel 
one's  noiseless  approach  to  his  bedside.  To  get 
into  the  house  in  the  night-time  without  awakening 
him  was  a  delicate  task.  As  unnatural  as  this  mav 
seem,  the  picture  is  not  overdrawn. 

This  proved  in  his  infancy  unusual  activity  of 
brain.  When  only  a  little  tot  three  years  old  he 
was  intensely  interested  in  pictorial  publications, 
particularly    "Puck"    and    "Judge".       Many    times 
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have  I  takcMi  him  on  m\'  knee  and  been  made  to 
blush  for  my  stupidity,  because  he  would  grasp 
the  idea  of  the  caricature  artist  while  I  was 
dreaming.  He  became  interested  in  the  daily 
papers  while  very  young,  and  surprised  older  people 
with  his  knowledge  of  the  events  of  the  day.  Un- 
like most  boys  of  his  age,  his  interest  in  newspapers 
was  centred  in  the  editorial  columns.  Before  he 
was  twelve  years  old  he  had  twice  read  the  Bible 
through  ;  not  because  he  had  ever  been  asked  to  do 
so,  but  because  he  seemed  thoroughly  interested  in 
it.  To  me  this  seemed  a  marxelous  act  for  a 
boy  under  twelve  years  of  age. 

In  his  school  life  we  found  it  necessary  to  hold 
him  back  rather  than  urge  him  ahead.  Study  was 
a  continuous  pleasure  to  him.  He  loved  his 
teachers,  and  they  in  turn  admired  his  sweet  dis- 
position, enthusiasm,  honesty,  and  manly  conduct. 
During  his  school  life  never  to  my  knowledge  did 
he  have  an  enemy. 

The  intensity  of  the  disappointment  that  came  to 
him  when  he  was  made  to  realize  he  must  be 
separated  from  everything  dear  to  his  boyhood,  cut 
short  indefinitely  of  all  the  happy  dreams  of  future 
school  associations,  only  to  tfee  to  the  far  West  for 
his  life,  was  truly  pathetic.  This  gave  his  courage 
a  severe  test,  yet  his  well  developed  reasoning 
powers  came  to  the  front.      He  realized  that  we  had 
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sought  the  best  advice  possible,  and  he  resolved  to 
follow  the  same  with  a  will.  Never  did  he  falter 
from  or  betray  that  resolution.  He  denied  himself 
at  all  times  of  every  pleasure  that  would  in  the  least 
antagonize  the  advice  of  his  phvsician.  He  was 
true  always  to  his  mother,  his  father,  and  his  medical 
adviser,  and  never  untrue  to  himself. 

He  was  an  energetic  student  all  his  life.  His 
determination  to  educate  himself  was  eagerlv  con- 
tinued through  his  eight  years  of  "cure  chasing". 
His  diaries  tell  the  story  of  his  never-let-up  energy. 
They  commenced  on  Januarv  first  and  ended  not 
until  December  thirty-first.  A  well-kept  diary  is 
almost  universally  a  decided  task.  To  him  it 
seemed  a  pleasure.  In  the  fly  leaf  of  nearly  all  of 
his  diaries  will  be  seen  in  his  hand  writing  the 
following  quotation:  — 

"Dost  thi>u   1(>\(.'  life?      Then   <l<i  imi    s<|uaiuk'r 
time,  for  that  is  the  .stuff  lite  is  niatlc  ot." 

—  Benjamin    P'rankliii. 

To  him  wasted  time  was  worse  than  money  thrown 
in  the  fire.  Always  supplied  liberally  with  selected 
reading  matter,  and  with  a  long  list  of  correspon- 
dents, added  to  his  newspaper  and  magazine  articles 
he  found  no  idle  moments.  No  trashy  litera- 
ture ever  occupied  his  time  or  poisoned  his  brain. 
He    made  a  special    effort    to    become    acquainted, 
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and  to  associate,  w  ith  men  and  women  from  whom 
he  could  learn.  Among  the  most  enjoyable  friends 
he  made  in  Colorado  Springs  were  clergymen 
and  college  professors.  llis  wonderful  store  of 
knowledge  of  the  events  of  the  cla\',  of  men  and 
things,  and  his  untiring  historic  research,  ancient 
and  modern,  made  him  such  a  conversationalist  as 
caused  these  learned  men  to  marvel. 

As  his  physical  condition  weakened,  it  seemed 
that  his  mental  brilliancy  quickened.  Unlike  most 
sick  people,  he  never  failed  to  greet  his  callers  with 
a  smile,  and  sent  them  awav  full  of  admiration. 
When  asked  how  he  felt,  his  answer  was  never  a 
complaining  one.  Forgetting  self  at  all  times  for 
the  enjoyment  of  his  friends,  his  conversation  was 
ever  in  his  original  humorous  style,  and  on  such 
subjects  as  he  knew  were  interesting  to  his  callers. 

Me  was  symjxathetic  to  a  fault.  To  be  brought  into 
contact  as  he  must  necessarily  be  in  a  health  resort, 
with  many  poor  sick  persons  who  had  not  the  means 
to  obtain  medical  attendance,  nourishing  food,  or 
the  comforts  of  life,  ga\e  hiiu  great  sadness.  Little 
do  his  friends  know  of  the  good  cheer  he  has  caused 
by  kind  word  and  deed.  His  appreciation  of  a  kind 
word  or  act  toward  himself,  no  matter  how  small, 
was  unbounded.  It  came  from  the  heart,  and 
it  amounted  to  enthusiasm.  Hard  indeed,  must 
be    the    heart    and    selfish    the    nature    that    would 
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ever  tire  in  an   effort  to  clieer  and  help  such  a  boy. 

Would  that  I  could  paint  a  picture  in  words  so 
real  as  to  show  his  friends  how  cheerful,  patient, 
grateful,  and  heroic  was  every  day  and  hour  of  the 
seven  months  of  his  last  sickness.  His  mother's 
presence  was  a  mountain  of  cheer  to  him.  Her 
tender  love,  tireless  nursing,  and  soothing  touch 
were  received  by  such  cheer  and  true  gratitude 
as  to  turn  his  terrible  suffering  into  sweet  patience, 
and  his  last  sick-bed  into  heavenly  inspiration. 

Even  with  all  his  suffering  it  almost  seemed  that 
those  last  seven  months,  soothed  by  his  mother's 
presence  and  sweetened  by  the  inspiring  result  of 
the  fruits  of  his  pure  and  studious  nature,  were 
the  dearest  seven  months  of  his  life: 


God  gave  to  us  this  precious  boy, 
His  coming  filled  our  hearts  with  joy; 
Why  should  he  thus  be  taken  away, 
To  leave  us  lonely  dav  by  day? 
Big-hearted,  noble,  brilliant,  pure, 
Brave,  patient,  his  cross  to  bear, 
Sweet-tempered,  always  full  of  cheer, 
Memories  all  how  sweet  and  dear. 
Loyal  in  every  act  and  deed. 
Student  of  Nature,  art,  and  creed, 
His  short  life  knew  no  idle  time. 
So  eager  to  imjirove  his  mind. 
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What  shall  we  say  of  this  short  life, 

So  good,  and  yet  so  full  of  strife? 

Filled  with  love  and  inspiration, 

Life  to  him  was  adoration. 

Yet  with  all  his  desperate  fight 

He  knew  the  morning,  not  the  night. 

How  shall  we  ever  come  to  know 

The  cause  of  all  this  earthly  woe.' 

His  wish  to  live  was  so  intense. 

Yet  death  his  only  recom]3ense : 

What  we  call  death  is  life  beyond, 

The  summons  came,  he  must  respond. 

'Tis  sad,  yet  joyful  evermore, 

Free  from  pain  on  the  other  shore; 

Disappointments  all  left  behind 

Heavenly  joys  his  there  to  find. 

Nature's  laws  being  disobeyed, 

He  the  painful  penalty  paid. 

May  joy  be  his  forevermore, 

With  friends  in  heaven  to  part  no  more. 

How  sweet  to  think  when  we  are  done. 

With  all  our  earthly  battles  won. 

The  joys  of  heaven  he'll  gladly  share. 

That  same  sweet  smile  will  greet  us  there. 
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SELF -EDUCATION 


HE  work  of  compiling  this  memorial  xolume, 
as  a  monument  to  our  dear  boy's  memory, 
has  given  me  the  most  inspiring  experience 
of  mv  life,  and  forced  me  to  admit  that  I  did  not 
fully  know  him.  In  order  to  do  justice  to  his 
worth,  so  far  as  mv  abilitv  allows,  I  have  been 
obliged  to  study  his  life  work  while  absent  from 
hume.  It  is  thus  that  I  have  been  made  to  partiallv 
realize  how  far  he  had  gone  in  self-education  and 
his  nearness  to  perfection  in  spiritualitv. 

The  reader  must  bear  in  mind  that  all  the  work 
from  his  pen  published  herein  was  done  at  and 
previous  to  the  age  of  eighteen  years.  Bv  advice  of 
his  physician  he  wrote  nothing  for  publication  there- 
after. Thus,  it  is  seen,  that  beyond  such  evidence 
of  literary  talent  as  is  published  in  this  book,  he 
added  four  long  years  of  hard  study. 

A  personal  peculiarity  was,  that  in  his  home  cor- 
respondence he  said  very  little  of  self,  and  thus  it 
was  that  I  found  myself  far  behind  in  knowledge  of 
his  work. 

Among  the  many  good   things  in    Ralph's  manly 
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make-up  was  modesty.  Boasting  of  any  good  or 
kind  act,  or  good  work  he  liad  done,  was  to  him 
distasteful.  He  thought  well  of  and  had  confidence 
in  himself,  vet  anything  he  accomplished  which  was 
creditable  never  became  known,  other  than  in  a 
modest  and  dignified   manner. 

His  admiration  for  men  who  do  something,  orig- 
inate something  for  the  betterment  of  humanity,  and 
who  dig  down  into  the  depths  of  their  undeveloped 
brain  after  originality  of  expression,  was  intense. 

What  surprises  us  most  is  what  he  accomplished 
in  the  last  four  years  of  his  life.  Always  at  work, 
always  patient  and  cheerful.  As  he  grew  weaker 
and  nearer  the  end,  it  seemed  that  his  mind  became 
clearer  and  grasped  his  work  as  never  before. 

From  a  letter  received  from  a  dear  friend  of 
Ralph's  nearly  a  \ear  after  he  passed  away,  I  quote 
the  following  :  — 

"  Now,  in  regard  to  what  you  are  doing  to  per- 
petuate the  memory  of  dear  Ralph,  the  idea  is 
beautiful.  As  the  years  go  by,  it  will  be  a  constantly 
increasing  source  of  satisfaction  to  vou  and  vour 
wife  that  you  have  done  this.  I  cannot  conceive  of 
anything  else  you  could  do  that  would  be  such  a 
lasting  monument  and  so  gratifying  to  your  hearts 
and  to  the  hearts  of  his  many  warm  friends,  —  and 
also  to  him  if  he  is  looking  on,  as  I  believe  he  is. 
It  was  a  great  work  he  did  in  self-educating  himself, 


a  sreat  work  even  for  a  well  man ;  and  all  the  time 
he  was  studying  to  make  everybody  cheerful  about 
him.  He  was  wise  beyond  his  years.  I  feel  that 
I  am  a  great  gainer  for  having  been  close  to  him 
while  he  sojourned  with  us  in  Colorado  Springs. 
I  shall  carry  in  his  friendship  and  example  a  bene- 
diction to  the  end  of  my  days  on   earth." 

None  know  so  well  the  height  he  attained  in 
literarv  culture  and  spirituality  as  does  his  mother. 
Seven  long  months  did  she  watch  over  him  during 
his  last  sickness.  Such  a  sweet  disposition,  such 
patience,  such  cheer,  such  thankfulness  for  his 
mother's  presence,  such  gratitude  for  every  effort  in 
his  behalf  and  every  kind  word,  such  a  sympathetic 
nature,  and  such  a  brave,  pure-minded  boy. 

No  pen  can  ever  paint  a  picture  worthy  of  an 
attempt  to  describe  these  seven  months'  experience, 
or  the  earthly  parting  of  this  mother  and  son. 

Sad,  indeed,  yet  how  joyful. 
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FAREWELL 


Farewell  !   hut  whenever  you  welcdme  the  hour 
That  awakens  the  nii^^ht-sonii;  of  mirth  dI  \(>ur  bower, 
Then  think  ot  the  Iriend  who  onee  weleonied  it  too, 
And  fori(ot  his  own  griefs  to  be  happ\'  with  you. 
His  griefs  may  return  —  not  a  hope  may  remain 
Of  the  few  that  have  brighten'd  his  pathway  of  pain  — 
But  he  ne'er  will  forget  the  short  \ision  that  threw 
Its  enchantment  aiound  him  while  lingering  with  you! 

And  still  on  that  e\-ening,  when  i)leasure  fills  up 

To  the  highest  top  sparkle  each  heart  and  each  cup, 

Where'er  my  path  lies,  be  it  gloom\-  or  bi-ighl. 

My  soul,  ha])]n'  friends!   shall  be  with  \-ou  that  night  — 

Shall  join  in  your  revels,  your  sports,  and  \'our  wiles, 

And  return  to  me  beaming  all  o'er  with  \-our  smiles; 

Too  blest  if  it  tells  me  that,  mid  the  gav  cheer. 

Some  kind  voice  had  mm'min''ed,  "  I  wish  he  were  here  !  " 

Let  Fate  do  her  worst,  there  are  relics  of  joy, 
Bright  dreams  of  the  past,  which  she  cannot  destroy ! 
Which  came  in  the  night-time  of  sorrow  and  care. 
And  bring  back  the  featmx's  that  joy  used  to  wear. 
Long,  long  be  my  heart  with  such  memories  fill'd! 
Like  the  vase  in  which  roses  have  once  been  distill'd! 
You  ma)'  break,  _\'ou  may  ruin  the  \ase  if  \iiu  will, 
But  the  scent  of  the  roses  will  hang  round  it  still  ! 

—  ThuvKiK  Moan'. 

Note— The  poems  herein  published  not  his  own  are  all  from  a  special  collection  made  by 
Ralph,  all  of  which  he  committed  10  memory.  He  was  an  enthusiastic  admirer  of  poetical 
genius      These  selections  are  among  those  he  specially  admired. 
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THE  PEN  HE  LOVED  SO  WELL 


UT  f(ir  his  pen  and  books,  the  months 
and  vears  of  lonelv,  nerve-trying, 
discouraging"  "cure  cliasing"  would 
have  been  unbearable.  His  pen  and  books 
were  his  dearly  beloved,  ever-present  com- 
panion>.  His  love  for  tlieni  soothed  his  lonely 
hours,  and  filled  his  fertile  brain  with  the 
sweet  food  and  charm  of  inspiration.  They 
were  the  best  that  man  could  produce.  Nothing 
short  of  the  best  would  ever  satisfv  his  nature. 

His  striving  toward  perfection  in  all  things 
was  unabated  persistence.  His  pen  was  no 
exception.  Hours,  davs,  weeks,  and  months 
did  he  >it  in  cold  winter  weather  in  the  open 
air  on  his  piazza,  clad  in  the  necessary  outfit 
for  a  zero  sleighride,  writing  with  his  fountain 
pen.  He  could  u.se  no  other,  because  the  ink 
would  freeze. 

The  pen  represented  by  the  accompanving 
cut  was  among  his  most  cherished  belongings. 
It  was  secured  after  many  unpleasant  trials  with 
other  makes,  and  its  nearness  to  perfection  was 
to  him  a  source  of  much  joy  during  the  last 
four  years  of  his  life. 
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•s'l.Y  three  hours  hefore  Kalph  passed  away 
he  asked  for  his  check-book  and  fountain 
pen  with  which  to  write  a  check  for  his 
weekly  rent  and  board  bill.  The  cut  shown  above 
is  a  fac-simile  of  that  brave  effort.  His  nature  was 
so  intensely  methodical  that  a  time  and  place  for 
evt'ry  thing  was  allowed  no  deviation,  forgetting  self 
at  any  sacrifice  for  punctuality. 

Wasted,    worn,    weak,    and   laboring   with    each 
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precious  breath  left  of  the  Hfe  he  loved  so  well,  3'et 
he  could  not  and  would  not  leave  this  work  undone. 
The  last  stroke  of  his  busy  pen  made  his  own 
signature,  which  paid  the  last  bill  that  lay  in  his 
power  to  pay. 

It  seems  hardly  possible  that  such  punctuality, 
self-reliance,  indomitable  will  and  bravery  could  ever 
stay  with  man  to  the  very  end  of  the  tiniest  thread 
which  prevents  the  separation  of  the  immortal  from 
the  mortal.  Could  there  be  stronger  evidence  of 
his  belief  that  the  payment  of  an  honest  debt  was  a 
sacred  dut\',  wholh'  his  own.  None  save  his  mother, 
who  was  with  him,  can  e\er  realize  the  full  meaning 
of  this,  his  last  earthly  act. 


Thcri'  is  no   ihiiy   sii    iiiiiv/i    inidiTriilril 

(i.s  I  III'  iliil/i  ()/'  /iciiiii   hiip/ii/. 
Bji  /iciiifi  liiijt])!/  irr  xoir  iiiiiiiii/iiioiis  /wiirjils   ii/iiiii 

the  /rur/d,  irhicli  rr/niiiii  iiiikiioini  I'vi'ii  In  oiirxclrcs. 
A  happy  iiiiiii  or  iromiiii  is  ii  hrller  l/iiiif; 

/o  Jiiiil  Itiiiii  II  Jivi'-ilolliir  iiiilc. 
—     SU'i'i'iison's    .III    .l/io/of^i/  Jill-    lillrrs." 


HIS  LAST  LETTER 


ERE  there  no  other  proof  of  Ralph's  un- 
selfish and  cheerful  nature,  originality  of 
^^^^^^^^^^^^^  expression,  loyalty,  courage,  patience, 
true  friendship,  enthusiastic  interest  in  and  knowl- 
edge of  the  events  of  the  day  (not  a  single  day  did 
he  fail  to  ask  for  the  daily  papers,  even  to  the  last 
day  he  lived),  this  letter  is  enough  to  prove  it  all. 
Written,  as  it  was,  only  two  days  before  he  passed 
away,  when  his  heart  had  almost  stopped  beating, 
respiration  so  quickened,  and  exhaustion  so  painful, 
fighting  with  that  tenacious  courage  against  the 
coming  of  the  last  breath  which  was  so  dangerously 
near,  he  said,  "  Mother,  I  must,  I  must  write  to  Dad 
today,"  and  he  did.  Such  loyalty,  quickened  by 
such  unselfish  determination,  is  true  heroism. 
Many  times  from  utter  exhaustion  did  he  lay  down 
his  task  for  a  reinforcement  of  strength  before  the 
letter  was  completed.  The  last  literary  act  in  life's 
drama  of  a  boy  whose  whole  life  was  made  uj)  of 
pure  thoughts,  sympathetic  acts,  and  charitable 
deeds.  It  is  a  precious  letter,  the  writing  of  which 
was  a  heroic  act. 

So  long  as   I   live  shall    I   keep  and  cherish   that 
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letter  as  a  true  representation  of  the  character  of  the 
dear  boy  who  wrote  it.      His  big-hearted  forgetful- 
ness  of  self  will  never  cease  to  be  inspiring. 
The  letter  follows:  — 


Cure  Chasing  Headquarters. 

Gen.   W.  a.   Shepard,   Commanding. 
S.  D.  BicKNELL,  Chief  of  Staff. 

Tuesday,  March   29,    1904. 
Dear   Dad:  — 

I  am  afraid  tliis  will  be  a  sorry  attempt  at  letter  writing, 
for  Sonny  has  had  to  get  back  to  pencil  again,  and  he  has 
lost  all  gumption  for  letter  writing  or  anything  else.  Not  so 
it  seems  with  my  indefatigable  Dad,  who  seems  to  be  rush- 
ing around  with  even  more  than  his  usual  alacrity. 

Are  you  expecting  to  equal  your  last  Easter  sales  record  ? 
Hardlv,  I  fancy,  under  ]5resent  conditions. 

Is  there  danger  of  the  Arlington's  wage  reduction  being 
followed  by  other  mills  in  town .''  What  a  knock  down  the 
cotton  corner  got  tho' !  Guess  there  has  never  been  but 
one  successful  corner,  has  there  ?  .And  that  is  Rockefeller's 
unshakable  clutch  on  oil. 

We  are  awaiting  with  a  good  deal  of  expectancy  the  new 
style  book.  You  have  said  little  ab(iut  it.  Is  it  to  be  along 
the  same  lines  as  last  fall .' 

We    read    with    much    regret     of     Mr.    Collins'    folks 
removal    to    Manchester.       There    are    few     enough     such 
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conscientious  public  spirited  men  left  in   Lawrence  —  or  any 
where  else  for  that  matter. 

Mother  gives  you  such  full  and  expert  diagnosis  (if  my 
condition,  that  there  is  little  left  hir  me  to  add.  That  I  am 
failing  there  can  be  n<i  doubt.  My  cough  is  bad,  and  my 
heart  is  worse.  Undoubtedly,  it  will  be  the  heart  that  will 
take  me  off,  so  the  Doc  says. 

Mother  has  more  work  and  care  than  she  by  any  right 
(lught  to  have,  but  there  seems  no  easy  way  out  of  the 
difficulty. 

Mother's  lo\ing,  unostentatious  care,  day  and  night,  is  all 
that  makes  life  endurable  to  Sonny.  A  big  lot  of  love  goes 
with  this  frnm  the  hearts  of  Snnn\-  anil  his  trained  nurse 
("his  mother")  to  their  dear  Dad  and  spouse. 

Affectionately, 

R.\LFH. 

Note  tilt'  cheer  and  originality  of  e.xpression  in 
the  head  lines. 

Note  the  interest  he  takes  in  home  affairs  and  the 
events  of  the  day. 

Note  the  true  love  and  admiration  of  merit  in 
others,  and  the  heroic  forgetting  of  self  in  such  a 
weakened  condition. 

Note  the  gratitude  for  a  mother's  love  and  soothing 
presence,  and  sympathy  for  the  unavoidable  strain 
she  must  endure. 

Could  there  be  anything  more  inspiring? 
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LETTER  FROM  HIS  PHYSICIAN 


INGLED  with  grief  during  the  anxiety  of 
his  long  sickness  and  the  sad  loss  which 
followed,  is  a  world  of  comfort  because  of 
the  fact  that  no  effort,  time,  or  money,  was  spared 
for  his  comfort  and  cheer.  If  better  medical  skill 
was  in  the  land,  we  knew  it  not.  During  the 
greater  part  of  seven  years  while  he  was  in  Colorado 
he  had  one  and  the  same  medical  adviser.  Know- 
ing Ralph's  sincere  belief  in  his  doctor's  knowledge 
of  his  case,  his  confidence  in  his  skill,  and  believing, 
as  we  do,  that  the  boy  was  spared  to  us  years  by 
that  skill  and  untiring  effort,  altogether  leaves  no 
lack  of  duty  on  our  part  to  cause  regret.  It  is  not 
too  much  to  say  that  he  and  his  doctor  were 
attached  each  to  the  other,  like  father  and  son. 

I  feel  that  this  book  would  be  incomplete  without 
this  beautiful,  sympathetic  letter  we  received  from 
his  physician  which  follows:  — 

Colorado  Sprin'gs,  Coi.o., 

AjMil  22,    1904. 
E.  B1CK.NELL,  Esq., 

Lawrence,   Mass. 

Dear  Sir:  — 

I    wish    there    were    words    in    the    English  language  to 

express  the  sympathy  such  as  we  feel  in  our   hearts,    but 
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there  are  none.  I  am  sure  that  you  will  easily  believe  me 
when  I  say  that  I  sympathize  with  you  and  Mrs.  Bicknell 
most  heartily  in  your  loss.  I  do  not  think  there  is  anyone, 
outside  of  your  famil)',  who  knows  so  well  your  loss  as  I  do, 
and  no  one  who  had  an  opportunity  of  knowing  Ralph's  real 
character  as  I  did. 

Of  course,  there  were  things  connected  with  his  life  fr(.)m 
day  to  day  that  he  woukl  explain  to  me  that  would  bring- 
out  his  true  character,  jx-rhaps  more  full)-  than  it  could 
have  been  brought  out  in  any  other  way,  and  so  long  as  I 
live  I  shall  treasure  those  thoughts  of  his,  the  confidence  he 
ga\-e  me,  the  wimderful  strength  of  mind  he  showed,  the 
wonderful  courage  he  exhibited,  and  his  unprecedented  self- 
control,  more  than  I  can  ever  tell  you. 

During  the  Civil  War  we  saw  examples  of  bravery,  but 
no  soldier  can  look  forward  to  the  prospects  of  a  battle 
without  realizing  that  a  very  large  per  cent,  of  those  who  go 
into  battle  may  go  down,  but  that  he  will  be  saved. 

Ralph  fought  a  battle  which  he  realized  and  knew  could 
have  only  one  termination,  unless  a  miracle  could  be  per- 
formed in  his  case.  He  fought  a  battle  against  odds  that 
no  soldier  experienced.  His  battle  was  not  only  against  the 
disease,  as  most  peojjle  fight  it,  but  it  was  against  innumer- 
able complications  that  proved  absolutely  incurable,  and 
that  he  C(juld  see  from  day  to  day,  week  to  week,  and  month 
to  month,  that  they  were  not  being  controlled. 

His  faith  and  confidence  in  me  and  in  my  skill  put  me  to 
the  test  more  severely  than  I  have  ever  been  before,  and 
more  severely  than  I  ever  hope  to  be  again.  If  he  had  been 
one    of  those  young  men   without   deep  and   strong  attach- 
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ments,  running  first  here  and  there,  of  course  I  should 
have  had  no  special  stimulus  to  control  his  complications. 
Relying"  on  me  as  fully  as  he  did,  led  me  to  seek  the  very 
best  council  I  could  find,  to  spend  hours  and  hours  in  the 
closest  possible  study  in  all  the  best  teachings  and  literature 
upon  the  subject  of  his  complications.  So  that  Ralph  udt 
only  had  the  best  I  could  give  him  myself,  but  the  best  that 
is  known  in  the  effort  to  control  his  complications. 

I  speak  at  length  of  his  c(.implications,  because  thev  were 
what  took  his  life.  I  should  certainly  have  controlled  the 
pulmonary  disease  if  the  C()m]ilicati()ns  could  have  been 
controlled.  Of  course  I  noticed  the  weakness  in  his  heart 
earlv  in  the  case,  but  it  \ielded  so  kindly  and  easily  that  it 
did  not  complicate  the  case  until  the  last  few  months,  or 
especially  since  his  fever  last  August. 

I  wish  to  thank  \du  and  Mrs.  Bicknell  for  the  marked 
respect  and  kindness  you  have  shown  me  through  all  of  this 
long  struggle  in  Ralph's  case.  It  has  been  a  source  of 
great  comfort  to  feel  that  you  trusted  me,  and  that  both 
of  you  were  one  with  Ralph  in  this  matter. 

One  thing  I  wish  to  speak  of  is  in  regard  to  the 
cremation.  1  ha\e  wondered  since  whether  vou  (.lid  not 
after  all  feel  that  Ralph's  unflinching  request  for  cremation 
was  not  induced  largely  by  his  generous  desire  to  ]irevent 
any  possibility  of  the  spread  of  the  disease  through  an 
interment,  and  whether  vou  had  thought  best,  after  talking 
the  matter  o\er  together,  to  bui\  the  bod\'  in  \our  family 
lot.  I  shall  await  your  answer  with  much  interest,  because 
it  is  a  vital  question  to  me.  I  explained  to  Mrs,  Bicknell 
how  Ralph  and  my  wife  hatl  discussed  this  matter  of  crema- 
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tion,  that  their  ideas  were  the  same,  so  I  shall  be  very 
i;lacl  (if  course  t"  know  what  )c)u  decided  was  best  to  do  in 
the  matter. 

I  often  think  of  the  talks  that  Raljih  and  I  ha\e  had  in 
regard  to  the  great  hereafter,  and  so  much  hope  that  the 
brave  boy  is  not  disappointed  in  what  he  anticipated  in  the 
future.  I  wish  I  could  see  you  and  tell  you  about  a 
most  brilliant  and  beautiful  apjiearance  that  came  to  me, 
when  I  was  half  asleep,  the  night  that  Mrs.  Bicknell  left 
here  with  the  body.  Ralph's  face  a|ipeared  in  a  shadowy 
background,  just  as  plain  and  perfect  as  I  ever  saw  it,  and  I 
never  saw  so  beautiful  and  joyous  expression  upon  a  face  as 
I  saw  in  that  background.  It  made  the  same  impression 
upon  my  mind  as  was  made  many  years  ago  when  I  was 
quite  young,  after  the  death  of  a  special  friend  who  died  of 
consumption.  I  did  not  know  of  his  death,  but  was  awak- 
ened in  the  night  bv  such  a  brilliant  vision,  I  might  say  of 
his  face,  and  in  a  most  brilliant  setting.  I  can  never 
explain  to  an\-one  what  a  beautiful,  jovous  sight  that  was. 
It  might  be  said  that  such  an  appearance  could  come  to 
an\()ne  who  is  thinking  intently  of  another,  but  these  are 
the  only  two  times  in  mv  life  that  such  a  \ision  has  come 
to  me.  I  was  so  glad  to  have  it  come  in  Ralph's  case, 
because  it  was  so  much  like  him,  and  so  much  like  the  talks 
wc  have  had  together  of  the  future  world,  ^'ou  know  that 
I  am  getting  old  now,  and  I  can  hardly  tell  you  what  a 
pleasant  thing  it  has  been  for  me,  although  constantly  filled 
with  sad  apprehensions,  is  this  coming  into  my  life  at  this 
time  of  Ralph's  accjuaintance. 

He    had    ceased    to    be    merely    a  patient.      Long  ago  I 
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looked  upon  him  as  a  very  dear  friend,  whose  mind  was 
cultivated  way  beyond  my  own,  and,  as  I  used  to  tell  him, 
that  when  we  met  in  the  future  world  he  would  have  to 
come  down  out  of  an  exalted  position  to  show  me  around. 

Since  it  was  utterly  impossible  to  save  Ralph's  life,  we 
should  not  mourn  for  him,  for  it  seems  selfish  in  us,  as  you 
suggested  in  your  letter,  that  we  should  wish  it  otherwise. 
For  since  it  is  true  that  such  a  mind  could  not  find  a  body 
capable  of  carrying  it  any  great  number  of  years,  we  can 
only  rejoice  in  the  fact  that  he  came  into  our  lives,  and  try 
not  to  mourn  that  he  could  not  stay. 

Give  my  kindest  regards  to  Mrs.  Bicknell.  I  shall  always 
think  of  you  both  with  kindest  remembrance,  and  hope  that 
your  experience  in  Colorado  Springs  will  not  prevent 
your  coming  here  again  if  you  e\'er  come  west. 

Yours   very   trulv, 

W.  A.   Shep.ard. 


Better     than     blind     assent     is     cnnscientions    ileninl  ; 
liettcr  than  the  passive  acceptance  of  the  niasl  inipiirtani  truth 
is  the  liniahy  to  truth  which 

refuses  to  speak  until  it  can  see. 

—  Ten   Great  Relisions 


HIS   CORRESPONDENTS 


URING  Ralph's  long  sickness,  the  many 
health  resorts  he  visited  made  for  him 
many  acquaintances  which  grew  into 
strong  friendship,  and  whicli  made  for  him  a  long 
list  of  correspondents.  His  bright  letters  never  failed 
to  capture  the  admiration  of  his  correspondent. 

The  young  newspaper  man  who  accompanied  us 
on  our  camping  trip  to  the  Yosemite  Valley,  and 
who  corresponded  with  him  for  seven  years,  said  in 
a  letter  to  me:  "  In  all  my  experience  I  never  met  a 
more  lovable,  cleaner,  and  brighter  young  man  than 
Ralph.  I  feel  richer  for  having  known  him  as 
intimately  as  I  did.  I  will  cherish  his  many  letters 
to  me  as  the  brightest  epistles  I  possess." 

He  had  many  correspondents  who  never  faltered 
bv  the  wayside.  Thev  stuck  to  him  from  the  beein- 
ning  of  his  sickness  until  the  end  came.  Let  me 
say  to  them  who  did  so,  you  will  never  quite  know 
to  what  extent  Ralph's  gratitude  went  out  to  you. 
He  may  have  told  you  as  best  he  could  in  his  best 
selected  language,  but  words  can  never  tell  how 
grateful  he  was  for  such  effort  on  your  part.  His 
letters  home   brought  with   them  a  mountain  of  joy 
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mixed  with  tears,  —  tears  of  joy,  and  sad  tears  as  well. 
Such  depth  of  thought,  such  evidence  of  diligent 
study,  such  wise  reasoning  on  matters  in  general, 
and  such  originality  of  expression,  have  many,  many 
times  forced  tears  of  joy  down  the  cheeks  of  those 
who  knew  and  loved  him  best. 

So  true  was  he  in  his  home  correspondence  that 
never  did  we  fail  to  get  two  letters  each  week,  until 
he  became  so  weakened  by  his  last  sickness  he  was 
not  allowed  to  write  so  often.  Sad  indeed  was  the 
day  when  his  weakness  forced  upon  him  this  neglect 
of  what  he  looked  upon  as  a  solemn  duty.  Words 
cannot  tell  how  much  his  bright  letters  were  missed. 


For  llidiiiiht   is  llir   i/iiiikt'.si, 

iinil  t/ic   longest 
and  the  saddest  lliuig  in   the  irorld . 

—  //.    .V.    Merriinaii's    "  Tlie   Sowers 
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The   hr.sl   in    this  hi  ml 

lire   hilt  shadows; 
and   the   irnrsi  are   the   iriirse, 
i_f  iiiiafiiiiatiiiii   amend   Iheni." 

—  From       A    Miilsiimmer   A/i;/''-^'    Dream." 


HE  greater  part  of  two  years  during  Ralph's 
sickness  was  devoted  to  the  study  of 
Shalcespeare.  His  manner  of  study  at  all 
times  was  strictly  methodical  and  thorough.  Among 
the  numerous  eyidences  of  his  untiring  effort  for 
self  education  we  find  a  precious  bundle  labeled, 
"  Shakesperiana."  The  above  cut  is  a  fac-simile  of 
that  label  made  in  an  off-hand  way  by  his  own  pen. 
Enclosed  in  the  wrapper  of  the  bundle  we  find  two 
separate  packages.  The  one  contains  twenty-six 
letter-heads  on  which  are  selections  copied  from 
Shakespeare's  works,  all  written  on  both  sides  in  an 
extremely  fine    hand    and    carefully    arran^:ed   with 
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headings,  titles,  and  prominent  features  in  the  mar- 
gin, so  as  to  give  it  the  most  possible  ease  for  com- 
mitment to  memory. 

The  other  package  contains  thirty-seven  letter 
heads  written  in  a  very  fine  hand  on  both  sides.  In 
the  left  hand  margin  of  all  are  words  he  had  jotted 
down  in  his  study  and  while  reading,  of  which  he  did 
not  understand  the  meaning.  At  the  right  of  each 
word  is  written  the  various  definitions  of  the  same, 
taken  from  the  latest  and  best  authority.  He  fol- 
lowed this  method  of  reading  understandingiy  from 
early  boyhood. 

While  at  home  he  had  the  latest  and  best  author- 
ity close  at  hand.  The  several  volumes  of  his  Cen- 
tury dictionary  were-  so  heavy  that  he  left  them  at 
home.  While  traveling  from  place  to  place,  such 
words  as  he  found  in  his  study  and  reading  that  he 
did  not  understand  were  written  (not  with  pencil, 
but  witli  his  ever  present  fountain  pen)  in  the  mar- 
gin of  his  proverbial  letter-head  until  he  had  a  long 
list,  when  he  would  hie  himself  to  the  Public  Library, 
consult  authority  and  write  against  each  word  its 
several  definitions. 

It  was  thus  that  even  while  so  young  sucli  a  large 
vocabulary  is  found  in  his  writings.  And  thus  it 
was  that  learned  men  and  women  whose  company  he 
sought,  marveled  at  his  command  of  language  used 
in  conversation.      His   Shakesperian  study  proved  a 
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great  comfort  to  him  in  his  suffering  condition  while 
on  his  last  sick  bed. 

Nearhall  the  Shakesperian  selections  mentioned 
above  he  committed  to  memory.  When  it  seemed 
that  his  suffering  was  too  much  to  bear,  his  sweet 
patience  and  heroism  would  come  to  the  rescue. 
From  his  large  store  of  memorized  selections  he 
would  find  comfort  in  repeating  verse  after  verse. 
While  thus  feeding  the  brain  with  the  delicious 
thoughts  he  loved  so  well  his  poor,  weakened,  worn 
out  bod\-  would  seem  to  forget  its  suffering.  What 
can  be  more  admirable  than  a  self-made  man  whose 
life  has  been  so  pure  and  studious  as  to  thus  fit 
himself  for  the  trying  months,  weeks,  days  and  hours 
of  his  last  lingering  sickness. 


Siirii  lire  the  ii.srs  of  adversily.  irhicli  lih-  /he  toad, 
uiilij  mill  ri'iiiiDHiiis,  iri'arx  ijcl  ii  pimiiii.s  jorcl  in  his 
head; 

And  Ihi.s  iiiir  Hji\  Cd-empt  J'nini  /iii/dir  liiuinl. 
Finds  liiniiiii's  in  lirrs,  hooks  in  Ihi-  ninninii  hroitks, 

Si'jiniins  in  stones,  and  ^iiitd  in  ireri/thing." 
—  From  '   As    Yon    Like   It." 
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HIS  FIRST  POEM 


MONG  Ralph's  manuscripts  which  never 
went  into  print,  I  find  the  following  little 
poem.  I  find  in  it  several  words  which  I 
confess  necessitated  a  consultation  with  the  dictionarv 
to  define.  Such  inspiration  as  it  contains  came  to  him 
while  sitting  at  a  window  in  our  home,  which 
commanded  a  broad  and  comprehensive  view  of 
Lawrence  and  its  surroundings. 

By  consulting  good  authority,  I  find  each  word  in 
doubt  fits  the  place  admirably.  Considering  his  age 
(only  si.xteen),  and  being  his  first  attempt  at  writing 
poetry,  I  feel  safe  in  saying  that  even  the  uninterest- 
ed poetical  critic  will  find  in  it  depth  of  thought, 
knowledge  of  the  meaning  of  words,  and  poetical 
merit  deserving  of  praise.  The  poem  follows  exactly 
as    he  wrote  it,  with   his  name  and  date  affixed: — 

THE  FIRST  SNOW 

Gone  are  the  Summer's  sunn\'  clavs, 

Past  sweet  Springtime's  \-erdant  mere, 
Gone  October's  gorgeous  leaf  — 

Winter  —  cruel  Winter's  here. 
The  wavside  flower  is  of  the  past  — 

The  daisy  and  the  wild  red  rose  — 
The  leaves  from  April's  bursting  buds 

Are  buried  under  Winter's  snows. 


The  robin's  merry  song  is  hushed, 

To  summer  climes  has  the  soni^ster  fled; 

Songs  of  the  wind  from  the  Northland  come, 
Chanting  the  requiem  of  the  tlead. 

Dead  hopes  —  the  hupes  'twere  brought  with  Sprint: 
Dead  joys  —  the  joys  with  Summer  cume  — 

Dead  Nature  —  by  November  killed  — 
Hypocrite!   with  his  August  sun. 

Sun  that  warmed  the  dying  trees. 

That  caressed  the  flowers  and  yellow  heath, 

Only  to  set  with  a  villian's  smile, 

And  surrender  to  Night  the  keys  of  Death. 

The  Northland's  doors  were  upened  wide, 

Issues  its  army  by  Boreas  lead; 
Shortly  is  destruction  done  — 

The  morning  dawned  —  the  Earth  was  dead! 

But  Ceres  from  her  hume  cm  high 

Looked  on  her  sear,  brown  fields  of  maize, 

Looked  on  her  trees  so  cold  and  bare, 
Their  arms  in  supplication  raised. 

Then  from  the  souls  of  the  naked  trees. 

And  the  souls  of  the  stricken  flowers  and  fields, 

A  prayer  went  up,  a  desj^airing  prayer, 

And  the  prayer  was  heard  by  the  (j(xl  of  Fields. 

Down  from  the  sky  a  mantle  came 
Of  spotless  white,  like  fine  spun  ban. 

Lightly  it  fell  on  the  naked  Earth, 

And  the  Earth  was  hitl  from  the  siirht  of  man. 
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The  trees  and  fields  returned  their  thanks, 

Then  turned  to  sleep ;  and  in  their  dreams 
Thought  not  of  icy  blast,  but  of 
The  gentle  kiss  of  April  beams. 

And  so,  renewed  from  time  to  time, 

Does  Earth's  garment  of  white  remain, 

Protecting  tree  and  field  and  flower. 
Till  Springtime  comes  again. 

R.\:  I'H    E.    BiCKNELL. 
My  first  poem,  written  on  the  first  snowy  day  of  the  winter  of  1S97,  Nov.  12 


"  Down  from  the  sky  a  mantle  came 

Of  spotless  white,  like  fine  spun  ban  ' 
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LOOKING  BEYOND 


E  also  find  among-  his  unpublished  manu- 
scripts, the  little  poem  which  follows.  It 
is  in  his  handwriting,  unsigned.  As  he 
never  allowed  himself  to  quote  without  giving  the 
author  credit,  I  feel  sure  he  composed  it.  Knowing- 
he  would  scorn  the  credit  of  that  which  belonged  to 
another,  I  took  it  to  the  pul^lic  lilM-ary  at  Lawrence, 
also  the  Boston  Public  Library,  neither  of  which 
found  any  evidence  of  its  authorship.  Of  course, 
this  is  not  entirelv  convincing.  Away  from  home, 
sick  and  alone,  with  nothing  to  encourage  and 
everything  to  discourage,  it  is  not  unnatural  that 
such  inspiration  should  come  to  him. 


Only  a  breath  divides  belief  from  doubt, 

'Tis  unuttcrcd  breath  that  makes  n-ian  devout  ; 

Yea,  death  from  life  only  a  breath  dixides, 

0  haste  to  drink  before  that  breath  is  out ! 

Lost  to  a  world  in  which  I  crave  no  part, 

1  sit  alone  and  listen  to  my  heart ; 
Pleased  with  my  little  corner  of  the  earth, 
Glad  that  I  can-ie,  not  sorry  to  depart. 
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Set  niit  thv  heart  on  any  good  or  gain, 

Life  means  but  pleasure,  or  it  means  but  pain; 

W'lren  time  lets  slip  a  little  perfect  hour, 

O  take  it,  for  it  will  not  come  again  ! 

O  love,  how  green  the  world,  how  blue  the  sky! 
And  we  are  living  —  li\-ing  —  \-ou  and  I  ! 
Ah,  when  the  sun  shines  and  our  love  is  near, 
'Tis  good  to  live  and  very  hard  to  die! 

Yea,  what  is  man  that  dreams  himself  divine : 
Man  is  a  flagon,  and  his  soul  the  wine ; 
Man  is  a  reed,  his  soul  the  sound  therein ; 
Man  is  a  lantern,  and  his  soul  the  shine. 

O  weary  man  upon  a  wear)'  earth, 

What  is  this  toil  that  we  call  living,  worth  ? 

This  dreary  agitation  of  the  dust. 

And  all  this  strange  mistake  of  mortal  birth? 

If  in  this  shadowhuid  of  life  thou  hast 
Found  one  true  heart  to  lo\e  thee,  hold  it  fast ; 
Love  it  again,  give  all  to  keep  it  thus. 
For  love  like  nothing  in  the  world  can  last. 


Olislrurlioii   is  hiil   riiiiir'x  Jail — From    thivarted   li<^hl 
leii/ix  color'. \  Jiamc  — 
TItc  xlrcaiii  imjirdi'd  liitx  a   sonfi. 

— Iiim'rxoir X  "  'r/i(iidsgiriiig sermon" 
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RALPH'S  FIRST  COMPOSITION 


HEN  he  was  eleven  years  old,  Ralph  and 
m_vself  \isited  a  large  paper-making  plant. 
A  man  who  knew  the  business  thoroughly, 
took  us  through  all  departments  of  the  mill  and 
explained  in  detail  the  manufacture,  from  the  wood 
from  which  paper  is  made,  to  the  finished  article. 

Ralph's  young  mind  took  hold  of  the  situation  in 
a  practical  manner,  which  proved  in  a  j^rimitive  way 
the  activity  of  his  brain  which  developed  so  rapidly 
and  which  never  allowed  practical  knowledge  to 
pass  unnoticed. 

With  little  delay  after  our  visit  to  the  paper-mak- 
ing plant,  he  handed  me  the  following  composition 
originated  and  composed  entirely  by  himself  because 
of  what  he  had  seen  at  the  mill :  — 

HISTOliV  OF    AN  ENVELOPE 

The  first  thint;-  I  can  remember  I  was  a  tree  urciwing  in  a 
forest  with  many  <ithcr  trees  and  I  lived  very  hajipily  until 
one  day  some  men  came  and  cut  me  down,  threw  me  into  a 
cart  and  hauled  me  to  a  yard,  where  I  was  piled  uij  with 
other  wood. 

After  staying  in  the  yard  quite  a  while  I  was  taken  into  a 
large  building  and  put  through  a  great  many  machines  until 
at  last  I  was  made  int(j  paper.  I  was  then  put  through  other 
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machines  until  I  was  made  into  an  envelope.  Then  I  was 
packed  into  a  box  and  sold  with  other  envelopes  to  a  large 
business  firm. 

After  a  time  I  was  sent  to  a  printing;"  office,  and,  after 
being  put  into  the  press,  I  came  in  contact  with  a  piece  of 
metal  which  printed  the  firm's  name  upon  me.  Then  I  was 
sent  back  to  the  firm  and  laid  about  until  I  was  taken  out, 
written  upon  and  had  something  jiut  into  me.  After  having 
a  stamp  put  on  me  I  was  ])ut  into  an  iinn  b(ix,  where  I 
staid  until  a  man  came,  unlocked  the  bo.\  and  took  me  out. 
Then  I  went  to  the  post  office,  had  a  round  black  mark  put 
upon  my  clean  white  smtace,  was  put  into  a  leather  bag  and 
thrown  upon  a  train.  In  a  little  while  the  train  reached  its 
join'ne\  's  end  and  I  was  taken  out  with  the  other  mail.  Then 
a  man  with  a  blue  coat  jiut  me  in  another  bag  and  carried  me 
u]i  the  street  until  he  came  to  a  house  tliat  had  a  name  on 
the  door  the  same  as  was  on  me.  The  postman  took  me 
from  his  bag  and  put  me  through  a  small  hole  in  the  door. 
Very  soon  a  lady  came  anil  picked  me  up,  tore  me  iipen,  read 
what  was  inside  and  threw  me  into  the  waste  basket  and 
hauled  me  awaw 

But  here  I  must  close  m\'  histor\'  for  I  am  afraid  that  1  am 
prett\'  near  mv  life's  enil.  It  1  am  not,  I  shall  jjiobably  go 
through  the  same  thinij'  as  before. 


THE  ESSEX  SCHOOL  JOURNAL 


nftY     I,    1696. 


O  one  thing  dur- 
ing Ralph's  short 
1  if e  g  a  V  e  li  i  m 
more  genuine  p  1  e  a  s  u  r  e 
than  his  connection  with 
tile  "  I{ssex  School  |(>ur- 
nal  "  as  business  manager. 
lie  was  never  quite  satis- 
fied  unless  doing  some- 
thing, and  it  must  at  all 
times  be  so  m  e  t  h  i  n  g 
worthy  of  the  effort. 
The  following  is  self- 
explanatory,  coming  as  it 
did  fro  m  a  newspaper 
which  at  that  time  ranked  high  in  journalism  makes 
it  worthy  of  notice.  As  it  contains  the  names  of 
Ralph's  associates  who  made  the  "  Essex  School 
Journal"  deserving  of  such  a  "puff",  and  as  I  find  it 
in  Ralph's  scrap-book  among  his  own  writings,  I 
believe  it  is  not  out  of  place  in  this  book. 
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A   LEADER 

"  Essex  School  Journal,"  a  model  of  excellence 
and  named  after  the  Boston  contemporary. 
— A    Grammar    School    Magazine. 

All  ji.nirnalists  are  naturalh-  proud  of  their  supreme  effort, 
and  they  visually  decide  upon  Christmas  time,  when  every- 
body is  happy,  to  issue  that  number  which  is  to  be  their 
crowning  publication.  But  of  all  those  who  have  issued 
Christmas  numbers  this  year,  none  are  more  proud  and  jus- 
tifiably so  than  the  scholars  of  the  Essex  Grammar  School 
of  Lawrence,  Mass.,  for  these  young  students  have  not  only 
the  honor  of  publishing  the  onh'  grammar  school  paper  in 
the  State,  but  the  fame  of  publishing  a  very  excellent  and 
interesting  little  sheet  in  pamphlet  form  which  resembles 
more  a  magazine  than  it  does  the  ordinarv  newspaper,  and 
in  fact  is  a  magazine  issued  monthlv.  The  little  publication 
is  called  the  "Essex  School  Jovn'nal,"  and  is  in  the  third 
number,  volume  one. 

The  outside  covers  are  in  three  colors,  pink,  bronze,  and 
red,  and  the  cover  is  in  a  very  pretty  design.  For  a  frontis- 
piece there  is  a  very  pretty  half-tone  of  the  school  building, 
made  from  a  photograph  bv  one  of  the  scholars,  Miss  Noyes. 
The  designs  for  some  of  the  department  heads  in  this  bright 
little  paper  were  made  from  the  original  drawings  of  a  pupil 
of  the  school,  Albert  A.  Kerr,  who  was  awarded  the  first 
prize  in  the  school  contest. 

The  paper  is  published  entirely  b\'  the  pui^ils,  its  chief 
aim  being  to  advance  the  interests  of  the  school,  and  by  in- 
ducing the  writing  of  articles  for  it  to  make  the  students 
practical. 
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The  younij;  business  manaL^^LT  writes:  "In  naming  it, 
Journal  was  selected  for  this  reason  ;  we  knew  that  there 
was  in  Boston  a  paper  of  that  name  which  was  a  model  of 
excellence,  and  because  we  intended  making  ours  also,  a 
leader  in  its  class,  we  bestowed  that  name  upon  it  as  an  as- 
surance of  success.  Whether  or  not  the  namesake  is 
worthy  of  its  precedent,  I  leave  to  your  judgment." 

The  editorial  column  of  this  paj^er  is  certainly  a  credit  to 
that  department,  and  the  manner  in  which  the  Armenian 
troubles  in  Turkey,  the  Atlanta  Exposition,  and  other 
weighty  subjects  are  treated  speaks  much  for  the  ability  of 
the  young  writers.  The  stories,  personal  and  funny  columns 
are  all  of  them  eciually  creditable. 

The  department  of  all  others  which  deserves  great  praise 
is  the  business  end,  which  is  under  the  direction  of  Master 
Ralph  E.  Bicknell,  the  business  manager.  The  following  is 
the  list  of  workers  upon  this  ])ros[)erous  ]iaper :  Editor-in- 
chief,  Fred  L.  Collins;  sub-editors,  Minnie  Arundale, 
Beatrice  Castle,  Helen  Gallagher,  Eleanor  C.  O'Connor, 
Nellie  Searle,  Nettie  Thiirnton  ;  literary  department,  Robert 
Galaher,  JohTi  S.  EdnK.md,  Albert  L.  Kerr,  Edward  Mc- 
Anally;  school  items.  May  Warburton,  Ray  Koffman  ; 
reporters,  Frank  A.  Conlon  and  Herbert  R.  Freeman; 
secretary  and  treasurer,  Edith  Marlin ;  business  manager, 
Ralph  E.  Bicknell.  —  [Boston  Sunday  Journal,  Dec.  26, 
1895.] 
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"OUR  GOLDEN  ANNIVERSARY" 


HE  first  issue  of  the  "Essex  School  Jour- 
nal", mentioned  in  the  historical  sketch  of 
Ralph's  life,  was  published  in  October, 
1895.  J'-'-'^t  previous  to  his  fourteenth  birthday,  1895, 
was  the  fiftieth  anniversary  of  the  laying'  of  the 
first  stone  of  the  magnificent  dam  which  spans 
the  Merrimack.  The  first  article  in  the  first  issue 
was  from  Ralph's  pen.  Written,  as  it  was,  before 
he  was  fourteen  years  old,  I  leave  it  to  the  reader  to 
judge  of  its  merit. 


It  the  man  who  laid  the  stnnc  which  was  the  beginniiit,'' 
of  the  magnificent  dam  whitli  ikiw  spans  that  able  ai;"ent  of 
industry,  the  Merrimack,  had  had  the  slightest  idea  that  the 
power  that  was  pent  up  in  the  mighty  river  which  he  was 
obstructing  in  its  course  to  the  sea  was  to  be  the  basis  on 
which  such  a  great  manufacturing  city  as  this  was  to  be  built ; 
or  had  he  known  that  the  simple  act  of  placing  that  stone 
in  the  bed  of  the  Merrimack  was  to  be  the  subject  of  an 
im])osing  celebratiou  fifty  years  from  that  time,  he  probably 
would  have  been  more  careful  about  laying  it.  He  might 
even  have  done  it  uji  in  a  jjiece  of  bunting  with  the  word 
"Welcome"   on  it   in   order  to  be  decorated  beforehand  and 
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avoid  the  rush.  But  he  tUd  not  know,  and  the  stone  was 
laid  without  pomp  and  ceremony,  antl  the  dec(.)ratint;'  was 
likewise  neglected. 

In  the  same  year  that  the  first  stone  of  the  dam  was  laid, 
1845,  a  charter  was  granted  to  a  company  of  wealth)-  men 
who  owned  most  of  the  land  adjoining  the  site  of  the  dam. 
It  was  organized  as  the  Essex  Company.  The  largest 
investor  in  the  enterprise  was  Samuel  Lawrence,  althi)Ugh 
Daniel  Saunders,  popularly  called  the  founder  of  Lawrence, 
was  the  originator. 

Mr.  Saunders'  idea  was  first  called  "Saunders'  Folly" 
and  until  he  succeeded  in  interesting  Mr.  Lawrence  and 
others  it  certainly  seemed  to  deserve  its  name.  With  the 
receiving  of  the  charter  and  the  building  of  the  dam,  how- 
ever, "Saunders'  FoUv "  immediately  began  to  grow  and 
has  been  increasing  in  population  and  wealth  ever  since, 
and  has  long  ago  proved  its  original  name  to  be  incorrect. 

Lawrence  was  for  a  time  known  as  "The  New  City"  and 
for  two  years  answered  tn  the  name  of  Merrimack,  but  in 
1847  its  post  office  name  was  changed  to  Lawrence,  in 
honor  of  its  pioneer  investor,  Mr.  Samuel  Lawrence. 
Lawrence,  Kansas,  received  its  name  from  the  same  family. 

In  1853  the  town  of  Lawrence  became  the  city  of  Law- 
rence, and  its  progress  as  a  city  can  be  judged  from  the  fact 
that  in  1853  its  population  was  about  12,000  with  1,869 
school  children;  in  1895,  52,000  people  live  within  its  limits 
and  9,000  children  attend  its  public  schools. 

The  event  which  commemorated  the  founding  of  our  city 
was,  expressing  it  justl)-,  a  grand  affair  and  one  which  was 
creditable  to  the  beautiful   "  (Jueen  City  of  the  Merrimack." 
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To  describe  full\  the  fine  decorations,  the  sports,  the 
parade,  the  enthusiasm,  would  be  im])ossible  for  one  not 
more  omnipresent  than  the  writer.  He,  whom  nature  had 
seen  fit  to  limit  to  two  eyes,  could  not  be  e.\i)ected  to  see 
three  events  at  once.  However,  the  two  e)es  which  I  did 
have  were  more  than  delighted  with  the  gay  appearance  of 
their  cit)-,  and  51,999  other  pairs  of  eves  were  also. 

The  citizens  and  merchants  did  their  share,  and  it  was 
cjuite  a  large  share,  towards  booming  Lawrence  by  decorat- 
ing, and  Mr.  Rainbow  himself,  could  he  have  been  present, 
would  ha\e  been  c|uite  mortified  b\  the  exactness  with 
which  his  colors  were  reiiroduced,  and  the  colors  were  not 
only  bright  but  were  tasty  also,  and  the  display,  as  a  whole, 
was  very  artistic.  All  along  the  line  of  the  jiarade,  vent 
was  given  to  ]iatriotism  by  the  display  of  "Old  (dory"  and 
its  equivalents,  the  red,  white,  antl  blue. 

Morning,  noon,  and  evening  of  both  Monday  and  Tuesday 
were  enlivened  by  the  ringing  of  bells,  which,  in  unison 
with  the  small  boy's  horn,  the  ex]iloding  cannon  cracker, 
and  the  melodious  sound  of  the  cow  bell  dragged  along  the 
street  by  some  youthful  celebrant,  made,  all  together,  music 
far  from  heavenlw  But  it  was  a  celebration,  not  a  religious 
conference,  and  noise  galore  was  to  be  e.xjx'ctecl. 

The  celebration  began  Monday  morning  with  small  sports 
on  the  Common.  At  ten  the  literary  exercises  took  place  in 
the  Opera  House.  An  elocjuent  s]ieech  was  made  by  Gov. 
Greenhalge  and  fine  addresses  were  given  by  Mr.  Eaton, 
Mayor  Rutter  and  Daniel  Saunders.  Miss  W'etherbee  read 
an  original  poem  on  Lawrence,  which  was  well  worthy  of  a 
Longfellow  01^  a   W'hittier.      In   the  afternoon   occurred   the 
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bicycle  races,  base  ball  game  and  a  foot  ball  match  on 
the  Common.  In  the  evening  the  stomach  was  used  as  a 
mediimi  for  advancing  the  interests  of  Lawrence,  and  the 
City  Hall  served  as  a  meeting  place  for  the  prospective 
eaters.  The  banquet,  like  everything  else,  was  an  unalloyed 
success.  Those  that  delighted  in  other  than  the  material 
things  of  life  listened  to  the  thoughts  of  Mayor  Rutter, 
Ex-Mayor  Collins,  Bishop  Lawrence,  Supt.  Burke,  and  other 
prominent  citizens  of  Lawrence,  Andover,  and  Methuen. 

Tuesday,  however,  was  the  great  da)-.  Stores  and  mills 
were  closed  and  it  was  a  general  holiday.  It  was  observed 
in  Andover  and  Methuen,  also,  as  was  fitting  to  "  Law- 
rence's two  mothers,"  as  Jas.  H.  Eaton  called  them. 

In  the  early  morning,  "Mr.  Black's  pigeon  fly"  flew.  It 
was  followed  by  running  races  on  the  Common  and  a  regatta 
on  the  river.  Later  came  the  test  in  human  skill  in  water 
locomotion,  the  swimming  contest. 

The  great  parade  started  at  3  p.  m.  It  was  almost  four 
miles  in  length  and  took  an  hour  and  twenty-five  minutes  to 
pass  a  given  point.  It  was  a  success  in  every  way  and  was 
the  finest  array  of  men,  uniforms,  etc.,  ever  seen  in  this 
vicinity.  At  short  intervals  musicians  playing  popular  airs 
would  come  into  view,  and  it  was  not  he  that  produced  the 
most  noise,  but  he  that  produced  the  sweetest  melody, 
that  received  the  applause  of  the  people.  The  chief  marshal 
and  his  staff,  mounted  on  their  lively  horses,  the  gallant  and 
soldierly  looking  ninth  regiment,  the  brilliant  uniforms  and 
wa\ing  plumes  of  the  different  societies,  the  firemen,  with 
their  modest  uniforms  and  shining  engines,  the  various 
floats,    and    the  bright  ideas  shown  in  the  trades  division, 
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made  a  picture  that  will  last  long  in  the  memory  of  those 
fortunate  enou<;h  to  see  it.  Along  the  entire  route  the 
streets  were  lined  with  a  bustling,  jostling  crowd  of 
Lawrencians,  Haverhillites,  Lowellites,  Methuenites,  and 
numerous  other  "  ites  "  all  intent  upon  seeing  the  crowning 
feature  of  the  celebration.  Attic  windows,  which  had  not 
been  \dsited  for  years,  were  made  use  of,  roofs  were  called 
into  service,  and  trees,  and  the  tops  of  bill-boards  were  far 
from  inaccessible  to  Young  America.  I,ucky  indeed  was 
he  that  could  \-iew  the  parade  from  a  sitting  posture ! 

After  the  parade  a  Gaelic  foot  ball  match  was  played  on 
the  Common. 

The  fireworks  on  Tower  Hill  and  the  ball  at  the  City 
Hall  served  as  the  grand  finale  to  Lawrence's  golden 
anniversary.  The  scene  at  Bodwell's  Park  was  one  of 
splendor.  Rockets  were  aimed  at  the  stars,  but,  though 
falling  wide  of  the  mark,  dazzled  the  eyes  of  the  Seven 
Sisters,  while  fragments  of  some  fell  into  the  Long  Handled 
Dipper,  there  to  be  kept  in  readiness  for  some  future  cele- 
bration above.  Bombs  made  large  holes  in  the  nitrogen 
and  o.xygen  composing  the  upper  regions,  and  pin  wheels 
and  set  pieces  disturbed  the  peace  of  the  atmosphere  nearer 
to  Mother  Earth. 

Worshippers  at  the  shrine  of  Terpsichore  found  enjoy- 
ment at  the  City  Hall.  Those  who  preferred  melody  went 
to  the  e.xcellent  band  concert  on  the  Common,  while  those 
who  desired  a  change  of  scene  stayed  at  home  and  visited 
the  Land  of  Nod. 

It  was  a  very  good  windup  to  a  very  good  celebration,  and 
it  was  really  the  best  Semi-centennial  Lawrence  ever  had. 
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The  Semi-centennial  is  over.  Nevertheless,  "its  soul  is 
marching  on." 

Let  us  hope  that,  when  the  year  1945  arrives,  Lawrence 
will  have  gone  a  notch  higher  than  a  mere  city,  and  have 
become  a  metrc^polis,  and  let  us  also  hope  that  its  present 
school  children  will  have  become  worthy  citizens  and  repre- 
sentatives of  Lawrence,  of  Massachusetts,  and  their  country, 
the  United  States  of  America. 

R.     E.     H. GRADE    EIGHT. 


PHOTOS    BY    RALPH 

Note — During  tlie  fourteen  months  we  were  in  California,  Kalpli  was  mucli  interested  in 
amateur  photography.  In  this,  as  in  all  liis  undertakings,  he  was  s.uisfied  only  with  the  best 
results,  as  I  think  the  reader  will  note  in  the  photos  credited  him  in  this  book.  His  photos, 
nearly  all  taken  during  tliese  fourteen  months,  numbered  7S4,  the  greater  part  of  which  are 
tastily  arranged  in  tlircc  photo  albums  with  decorations,  titles  and  descriptive  matter  all  his 
own  work.  As  souvenirs  of  the  many  places  we  visited  while  roughing  it  in  Califoniia  these 
photos  are  of  inestimable  value.  ']  he  many  illustrations  shown  herein,  representing  clusters 
of  little  photos  accompanied  by  descriptive  matter,  are  made  from  full  pages  of  his  albums. 


MUSINGS  AT  MY  WINDOW 


IS  next  article  in  the 
'  Essex  School 
[ournal "  appeared 
in  No.  3,  December,  1S95. 
Considering  his  age,  only 
fourteen  years,  I  do  not  hesi- 
tate to  venture  a  compli- 
ment for  the  work. 

When  Cdniwallis,  at  Yitrk- 
tuwn,  gave  up  his  sword  to  the 
victorious  Washington,  and,  at 
the  same  t  i  m  e,  England's 
fond  hopes  of  subduing  her  colonies,  fcjrtunate,  indeed,  was 
that  boy,  who,  by  being  an  American,  could  share  in  the 
glorifications  of  the  patriotic  victors.  When  the  cause  of 
human  bondage  was  forever  crushed  at  Appomattox  Court 
House  by  the  surrender  of  the  Confederate  General  Lee,  a 
boy  or  girl  that  could  participate  in  the  rejoicings  of  the 
North  certain!)'  had  cause  for  thankfulness.  But  now,  one 
is  not  considered  fortunate  simply  because  he  is  in  sympathy 
with  a  \ictorious  army ;  wars  and  bloodshed  of  national 
importance  are  things  of  the  past ;  and  although  inter-col- 
legiate f(_iot-ball  matches  do  occasionally  break  out,  and,  for 
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a  time,  the  old  basis  of  victory  and  defeat  comes  into  use, 
location  and  social  condition  are  the  prevailing  standards  by 
which  a  man's  lot  is  determined. 

For  example,  a  person  that  resided  in  eighty  degrees 
north  latitude  would  not  stand  nearl)'  as  good  a  chance  for  a 
college  education  as  one  that  was  a  native  of  the  United 
States,  nor  could  that  man  that  li\ed  in  h'loiida  enjov  the 
balmy  New  England  winters  that  the  man  in  Massachusetts 
can.  To  come  down  finer,  Lowell  hasn't  a  filtering  gallery 
nor  a  Walter  E.  Rushforth,  and  Lawrence  has,  so  it  must 
necessarilv  folk)w  that  Lawrence  is  the  happier  city  and  its 
people  the  more  favored. 

But  the  resident  of  that  ele\ation,  known  as  Tower  Hill, 
is  the  most  fortunate  of  all,  if  for  no  other  reason  than  the 
view.  From  that  position,  he  can  look  on  the  surrounding 
city,  on  the  streets,  trees,  rivers,  the  mills.  He  can  see  the 
spires  of  Andover  and  the  nearer  steeples  and  houses  of 
Methuen.  Far  dnwn  nn  the  horizon,  the  great  Haverhill 
monument  is  visible  and  the  large  hotel  on  Ward's  Hill. 
Up  to  the  north  — 

But  my  introduction  has  alreadv  been  too  long. 

Over  to  the  south  nf  mv  window,  forming  the  meeting 
place  of  the  earth  and  sky,  where  the  clouds  seem  to  touch, 
as  if  in  friendly  handshake,  the  trees  and  houses,  is  the 
sedate  old  town  of  Andover,  the  town  of  education. 

Andover  is  not  a  new  town,  nor  has  it  grown  up  in  a 
night,  but  ever  since  the  time  when  many  of  its  sons  sur- 
rendered their  lives  in  the  Revolution,  and  long  before  them, 
it  has  enjoyed  a  steady,  though  somewhat  limited,  growth. 
For  many  generations  back,  it  could  claim   more  inhabitants 
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than  the  rei,n(in  where  Lawrence  now  stands,  but,  as  is 
sometimes  the  case  with  offsprings,  Lawrence  became  much 
larger  than  its  ])arent  and  rapidly  outstripped  her. 

Trees  of  many  varieties  clothe  the  hills  in  and  around  the 
town  and  form  nature's  boundary  line  between  Lawrence 
and  Andover.  Here  and  there  a  bare  field  with  a  fence  or 
a  stone  wall  straggling  aimlessly  up  its  sides  and  losing 
itself  in  the  distance  interrujjts  the  woodland,  and  occasion- 
ally a  farm  house  with  a  roail  leading  b\'  it  gi\-es  evidence 
of  human  habitation. 

Coming  into  Lawrence,  Phillips  Hill  is  seen  and  the 
South  Side  depot.  That  large  brick  building  near  the 
depot  is  the  shoe  factory,  which  in  some  respects  is  like  St. 
Patrick's  church  near  it :  the  making  of  good  soles  (souls) 
being  the  chief  aim  of  each.  Farther  to  the  left  is  the 
Essex's  contemporary,  the  Packard  (Irammar  School,  and 
still  farther  to  the  left  are  the  humes  <if  North  Ando\'er. 

Bringing  your  e\e  back  again  up  the  rix'cr,  you  see  the 
Canoe  Club  house,  and  nearer  the  bridge  is  the  Flour  Mill, 
where  the  wheat  from  the  vast  prairies  of  the  West  is 
ground  up  and  made  ready  for  the  consumer. 

And  now  the  river,  the  very  heart  of  Lawrence,  receives 
your  attentiiin.  And  what  a  beautifid  river  it  is,  too,  rising 
far  up  in  the  pure  New  Hampshire  hills,  where  no  sound  of 
busy  loom  is  heard  and  where  the  noise  of  swiftly  flying 
shuttles  never  penetrates.  Meeting,  like  so  many  lives, 
with  difficulties  at  first,  its  way  impeded  by  overhanging 
trees  and  protruding  rocks,  its  course  hindered  by  narrow 
and  winding  channels,  but,  after  much  perseverance,  over- 
coming the  barriers  that  bar  its  progress,  it  sweeps  out  into 
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a  majestic  river,  and,  with  its  object  of  aid  to  man  accom- 
plished, it  joins  its  mighty  brother,  the  sea. 

Ahnost  Hke  a  continuation  of  terra  firma  and  servin.i;'  the 
same  purpose,  is  the  bridge  that  spans  its  waters.  It  is  the 
connecting  hnk  between  North  and  South  Lawrence,  and 
without  it  how  inconvenient  it  would  be !  As  I  look,  an 
electric  car  shoots  across,  and,  as  if  exhausted,  slows  up  on 
the  iither  side  and  slowly  ascends  the  hill.  A  pedestrian 
saunters  along  and  lingers  a  moment  to  watch  the  waters 
play  leap-frog  over  the  dam.  A  boomerang  train  of  freight 
cars  goes  over  the  railroad  bridge,  but  changes  its  mind  and 
comes  back  again,  and  when  it  has  exhausted  the  patience 
of  the  people  waiting  at  the  gate  it  proceeds  on  its  way, 
leaving  the  street  once  more  unobstructed.  Looking  farther 
down  the  river,  I  see  another  bridge,  but  it  is  too  far  off  to 
describe,  although  I  have  heard  that  it  went  by  the  name  of 
one  of  the  water-fowl  family. 

The  mills,  literally  ami  figurati\clv  the  backbone  of  Law- 
rence, shield  the  river  from  the  mn'thern  winds.  From  the 
Upper  Pacific  to  the  Russell  Paper  Company's  works  it  is 
one  mass  of  red  brick,  which,  in  the  skillful  hands  of  the 
masons,  have  been  made  to  form  workshops  for  the  people. 
Regular  rows  of  windows  light  the  interior  and  assist  the 
weaver  to  guide  his  loom.  Many  tall  chimneys  loom  heaven- 
ward and,  regardless  of  anti-cigarette  leagues  and  reform 
societies,  smoke  furiously,  emitting  large  quantities  of  that 
article  which  idly  drifts  away  into  nothing,  untroubled  as  to 
its  destination.  As  I  watch  the  black  smoke  roll  from  their 
mouths,  I  think  what  an  enormous  driving  power  it  repre- 
sents and   how   much   machinery  is  dri\en   b)    the    burning 
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coal,  of  which  it  is  the  product.  Sometime,  JKuvever,  they 
may  serve  a  different  use  than  that  of  smoke  conductors, 
for  being  already  in  position,  how  useful  they  would  be  as 
cannon  shijuld  "  Uncle  Samuel "  ever  get  into  a  quarrel 
with  the  Gentlemen  in  the  Moon. 

The  offs]3ring  of  the  river,  the  canal,  becomes  separated 
tnim  its  parent  and  wends  its  way  alone  by  the  mills  that 
line  its  bank.  Slowly  and  sailK'  it  flows  as  if  in  sorrow  for 
its  lost  mother,  but  when  its  mission  has  been  comjjleted  it 
is  allowed  once  more  t(i  join  the  river,  and,  rejoicing  at  the 
meeting,  splashes  antl  tumbles  about  in  joyous  freedom. 

The  Hriggs  &  Allyn  M'f'g  Co.,  makers  of  all  sorts  of 
wooden  necessities,  rises  above  the  surrounding  houses,  and 
a  little  beyond  is  the  Boston  &  Maine  depot,  where  trains 
from  all  [loints  ot  the  comjiass  stoji  to  get  a  glimpse  of 
Lawrence.  1  low  many  stories  (jf  the  evils  of  not  being  on 
time  could  this  building  relate  were  it  given  a  tongue! 
I  low  many  tales  of  tanly  peojde  who  "wait  until  the  last 
minute,"  and  of  the  teamsters  and  the  hack  drivers  who 
pester  with  the  query,  "Hack,  hack,  Mister.?"  Many 
anecdotes  it  could  tell  like  that  of  the  old  lady  from  the 
country  who,  on  being  asked  if  she  wanted  a  hack,  replied, 
"No,  I  don't  want  no  hack.  We  got  'n  old  carryall  to 
home  that  my  son  Siras  got  in  Josh  Williams'  raffle,  antl 
that's  jist  as  good,  even  if  'tis  nigh  twenty  years  old." 

H)-  the  aid  of  my  field  glass,  I  see  by  the  clock  in  the 
tower  of  the  depot  that  it  is  half-past  four.  It  is  getting 
too  dark  to  discern  much,  save  here  and  there  a  large 
building  outlines  itself  against  the  landscape,  and  off  to  the 
west  the  glow  of  the  departing  sun,  the  last  effort  (.)f  the 
dying  day,  lights  the  sky. 
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The  glow  in  the  west  has  entirely  disappeared,  except  for 
a  thin  line  of  crimson  alcjng  the  horizon,  and,  like  a  poor 
imitation,  electric  lights  begin  t(.)  appear,  and  the  windows 
of  the  mills  take  on  a  new  lustre.  Lights  [jeep  out  from 
private  houses  where  the  evening  meal  is  being  prepared 
for  the  return  of  the  father,  and 

Silently,  one  by  one,  in  the  infinite  meadows  of  heaven, 
Blossom  the  lovely  stars,  tlie  forget-me-nots  of  the  angels. 

The  landscajK'  has  darkened,  and  with  shadows  of  night 
that  settle  over  the  cit\-,  my  thoughts  revert  to  the  past  ; 
and  the  present,  with  its  life  and  reality,  in  fancy,  fades 
from  before  me.  The  mills,  the  houses,  the  streets,  and 
the  bridge  disappear,  and,  in  their  jilaces,  vast  forests  of 
uncut  trees  and  acres  of  untilled  ground  stretch  away  to  the 
horizon. 

Where  once  the  river  was  interrupted  in  its  course 
to  the  sea,  it  now  flows  along  tranquil!)-,  unhampered. 
Where  the  City  Hall  stood,  is  nothing  but  a  bog  hole. 
Where  the  handsome  blocks  on  Essex  street  were,  is  simply 
a  tract  of  mud  and  water,  seemingly  unimproyable.  Where 
the  Rollins  schoolhouse  showed  against  the  sky,  now  only 
forests  are  seen.  Where  the  locomotive  puffed  its  way 
through  the  city  and 'anon  startled  the  echoes  with  its 
whistle,  now  is  stillness;  no  noise  breaks  the  silence, 
except  occasionally  the  song  of  a  bird  or  the  cry  of  a  wild 
animal. 

An  Indian  village  rises  on  the  bank  of  the  Merrimack, 
and,  issuing  from  the  wigwams,  smoke  lazily  floats  away. 
A  scjuaw  is  cooking  venison,   and   the  boys  are  trying  their 
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skill  at  runnin,^;.  One  of  the  tribe,  i;aily  arrayed  in  brightly 
painted  feathers,  returns  from  the  hunt,  bringint;  with  him  a 
deer  for  food.  Sports  take  place,  and,  when  night  comes, 
a  religious  dance  is  indulged  in.  Then  a  council  is  held 
and,  silentl)-  smoking  his  pipe  the  while,  the  chief  decides 
on  an  attack  on  a  neighboring  tribe  for  the  morrow.  The 
conference  adjcuirns,  and  silence  again  reigns  throughout 
the  camp. 

I  awake  from  my  reverie.  The  si.\  o'clnck  bells  chime 
forth  and  ring  down  the  curtain  of  the  past.  Hut  upon  that 
curtain  are  painted  the  lives  of  those  men  who,  by  their 
courage  and  jjerserverance,  succeeded  in  transforming  that 
wilderness  into  a  beautiful  city,  and  an  uninhabited  region 
into  a  Mecca  of  manufacturing. 

R.    E.    B. GRADE    VIU. 

THE  SWEETEST  LIVES 

The  swfctc.it  lives  air  those  to  diiti/  trcd. 

II  hose  deeds,  both  threat  and  snmll. 
Are  close-knit  strands  of  mi  niihniken  Ihreiid . 

II  here  love  enohles  all. 
The  world  may  sound  mi  Irnmpels.  rin<i  no  hells  ; 
The  Book  of  Life  the  shininf;  record  tells. 

Till/  lore  .shall  chant  it.s  own  beatitudes 

AJ'ter  its  own   life  working.      A  chilli's  l:i.\s 

Set  on  thi/  .linking  lips  .shall  make  thee  glad  ; 

A  poor  man  serred  by  thee  shall  make  thee  rich  ; 

A  .nek  man  helped  by  thee  shall  make  thee  strong. 

Thou  shall  he  served  thy  .self  by  every  sense 

Of  service  which  thou  rendcrest. 

Elizabeth   Barrett  Browning. 
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THE  CITY  OF  NEW  YORK 


HERE  is  probably  no  event  in  a  boy's  life 
filled  with  more  interest  and  wonder  than 
his    first    visit    to   New  York  Citv.     The 

article  which  follows,  written  by  Ralph,  appeared   in 

"Essex  Scliool  Journal",  No.  6. 

Had  \nu  been  on  the  Fall  Ri\'cT  Line  bnat  "  Pili^rim  ",  as 
she  steamed  into  New  York  harbor  one  morning  about  a 
month  since,  you  might  have  noticed  a  group  of  very  coun- 
trified looking  persons  standing  on  the  ujjper  deck,  who 
seemed  ver\'  busily  engaged  in  taking  in  the  surrounding 
landscape.  The  general  air  and  demeanor  of  the  two 
younger  members  of  the  party  bespoke  the  fact  that  this 
was  their  first  glimixse  of  the  greatest  cit\-  in  America,  and 
that  they  were  improving  their  opportunity  to  see  as  much 
as  possible.  On  their  one  hand  rose  the  imposing  buildings 
of  New  York,  on  the  other  the  spires  of  the  Citv  of 
Churches.  Long  rows  of  docks  e.\tend  along  the  water 
front,  and  moored  at  their  different  wharves  ships  of  all 
nations  rock  in  the  breeze ;  some  unloading  their  cargo, 
some  receiving  it,  and  some  preiiaring  to  weigh  anchor  and 
sail  for  other  lands.  Back  a  little  from  the  wharves  are  the 
large  warehouses  and  grain  elevators,  and  a  little  beyond 
these  the  city  proper  begins. 

The  "  Pilgrim  "  approaches  Brooklyn   Bridge,  and  though 
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it  seems  certain  that  her  large  smokestacks  must  come  in 
contact  with  it,  )'et  she  passes  safel\'  under,  and  soon  leaves 
that  great  structure  far  in  the  distance.  (3ver  to  the  left, 
the  majestic  Statue  of  IJberty  on  Bedloe's  Island  lifts  itself 
Irom  the  mornini;  mist,  proudly  Imlding  aloft  her  torch 
which  shall  enlighten  the  world;  and,  on  the  right.  Battery 
Park  is  seen. 


JV*"*" 


-  <-  r^,        :.a-*-^ 


-t;»-3 — 


Oiif  I? 


*   i/r 


./f/>\'fr,^i// l—fi,esfpc/!ijC      ^ 


PHOTOS   BY   RALPH 

"COMRADES    '—    EDITOR   AND   MANAGER   ESSEX    SCHOOL  JOURNAL 

It  is  ab(.)ut  seven   o'clock  now,   and   ferry   boats   and   tugs 
begin  to  puff  up  and   down  the  harbor,  darting  from  shore 
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to  shore,  and  sailing  in  and  around  each  other  until  a 
collision  seems  inevitable.  But  the  harbor  pilots  know 
their  business  and  no  accidents  occur.  The  "Pilgrim" 
soon  reaches  her  dock,  the  lines  are  flung  ashore  and 
fastened,  the  gang-plank  is  put  in  place,  and  the  many 
passengers  go  ashore,  the  party  before  alluded  to  among 
them.  If  you  had  waited  on  the  gang-plank,  you  would 
have  discovered  that  the  two  boys  of  the  party  —  those  two 
farmerish  looking  ones  —  were  none  other  than  the  editor 
and  the  business  manager  of  the  "  Essex  School  Journal," 
who,  with  their  masculine  parents,  had  gone  on  a  little  trip 
to  New  York  and  Washington. 

Someone  moved  that  a  little  New  York  "grub"  would 
now  be  in  order,  and  the  motion  passed  without  opposition. 
It  was  carried  into  effect  without  delay,  after  which  opera- 
tion we  started  out  on  our  da}'s  tramp,  resolved  that  nothing 
should  escape  our  vigilant  attention. 

Central  Park,  New  York's  beautiful  breathing  spot,  of 
which  she  is  justly  proud,  was  our  first  stopping  place. 
We  spent  most  of  our  time  looking  over  the  Zoological 
Garden,  which  contains  ever\thing  in  the  shape  of  animals 
from  an  elephant  to  a  guinea  pig.  Being  our  remote  an- 
cestors, the  monkeys  were  perhaps  the  most  interesting  of 
the  lot,  although  we  were  much  disappointed  in  finding  no 
family  resemblances.  The  lion's  vocal  solos  were  also  very 
entertaining  to  one  of  a  musical  temperament,  while  the 
swimming  act  bv  the  hippopotamus  was  very  well  executed. 
As  my  father  is  in  the  furnishing  business,  he  was  naturally 
interested  in  the  elephant's  trunk. 

Our  time  was  limited,  however,  and  so  we  left  our  friends 
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of  the  garden  and  took  a  stroll  down  the  noted  Fifth 
Avenue,  where  we  saw  the  residence  of  the  Vanderliilts, 
the  house  where  Jay  Gould  lived  and  died,  and  other  places 
of  financial  interest.  Fifth  Avenue  is  a  very  handsome 
boulevard,  with  broad,  clean  sidewalks  and  streets,  and  lined 
on  both  sides  with  the  stately  mansions  of  the  rich.  After 
a  long  walk  ddwn  the  avenue,  we  reached  St.  Patrick's 
church,  which  we  entered.  The  interior  of  this  nuted 
cathedral  is  something  grand,  and,  without  doubt,  it  is  the 
most  magnificent  place  of  worship  in  America.  We  also 
visited  Trinity  and  Grace  churches  later  in  the  day.  The 
architecture  of  both  is  very  hantlsome,  but  the  interiors  are 
not  nearly  so  fine  as  that  of  St.  Patrick's. 

No  electric  cars,  whatever,  are  allowed  in  New  York 
Citv.  Instead,  the  Gothamites  are  furnished  with  loco- 
motion by  the  cable  and  the  elevated  roads,  neither  of  which 
systems  are  in  use  anywhere  in  New  England.  The  trestles 
over  which  "L"  cars  run,  are  built  directly  in  the  centre  of 
the  streets,  about  twenty  feet  from  the  ground.  The  trains 
are  pulled  by  small  steam  engines,  while  the  cars  are  unlike 
those  in  use  (3n  electric  roads,  being  more  after  the  pattern 
of  railway  coaches.  The  stations  consist  of  a  platform  on 
a  level  with  the  track,  and  a  flight  of  steps  leading  from  the 
street  below  to  the  platform  above.  These  stations  are 
four  streets  apart.  It  seemed  to  me  very  strange  to  whizz 
along  up  above  the  street,  to  be  able  to  look  down  u])on  the 
teamsters  and  pedestrians  below,  and  to  be  in  a  position 
where  you  could  look  into  people's  upstair  windows  as  you 
rode  along.  However,  the  New  Yorkers  have  got  used  to 
it  and  seem  to  take  it  in  a  very  matter-of-fact  way. 
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But  to  return  to  the  very  ])rosaic  subject  of  ourselves. 
After  reinforcements  for  our  inside  regions  had  been 
received  in  the  shaj^ie  of  a  good,  substantial  dinner,  we  made 
our  way  to  the  noted  financial  center  of  the  town.  Wall 
Street  —  the  street  on  which  the  Western  silvcrite  is  jirone 
to  heap  his  maledictions  and  curse,  as  the  home  of  that 
species  of  insect  known  as  the  gold-bug. 

Wall  street  is  a  short,  narrow,  and  wholly  unattractive 
thoroughfare,  excej^t  for  a  few  handsome  buildings  which 
are  in  progress  of  construction.  It  gives  no  indication  of 
l)eiiig  the  greatest  money  rendezvous  of  the  United  States ; 
golf!  dollars  weren't  scattered  over  the  pavements  as  I  had 
expected,  and  no  scra|is  of  U.  S.  lionds  were  lying  in  the 
gutter.  In  |>lace  of  these.  New  York  mud  in  large  quan- 
tities was  freely  distributed  over  the  pavements,  and  Ixmana 
peels  and  old  paper  bags  in  jirofusion  could  be  found  where 
I  had  expected  the  U.  S.  I^onds  to  be. 

Of  course  we  went  to  the  Stock  Iv\change  ;  we  shouldn't 
have  seen  New  York  unless  we  harl.  To  the  uninitiated, 
the  Stoi'k  Exchange  is  a  regular  Bedlam,  and  noise  and 
shouting  is  the  chief  attraction.  A  few  of  the  men  shout 
to  each  other,  but  more  seem  to  shout  just  fur  the  fun  of 
making  a  noise,  while  the  whole  crowd  act  like  hoys  gener- 
ally. But  good  lungs  are  needful  in  their  business.  Never- 
theless, in  spite  of  all  the  noise  and  seeming  confusion, 
more  money  is  continlled  under  that  roof  than  any  other 
building  in  America  ;  all  the  great  railroads  and  stock 
companies  dei)encl  nii  its  decisifnis  for  success;  and  within 
its  walls,  hundreds  of  men  have  become  millionaires  in  less 
than   five  minutes,  and  hundreds  of  less  fortunate  men  have 
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lost  all  they  possessed  in  half  that  time ;  fortunes  are  made 
and  lost  in  a  sinf?le  day.  We  had  no  stocks  on  the  market, 
however,  so  our  stay  was  short. 

Brooklyn  Bridge  was  ne.xt  attended  to,  and  — 

But  it  is  no  use  for  me  to  try  to  describe  Brooklyn 
Bridge.  Scripturally  speaking,  it  would  be  like  trying  to 
inject  a  dromedary  through  a  needle's  eye.  You  can  get  no 
conception  of  its  magnitude  until  you  have  seen  it.  But 
imagine  a  structure  built  of  wood  and  iron,  one  and  an 
eighth  miles  long,  eighty-five  feet  wide,  with  two  supporting 
towers  at  each  end  fifty-six  feet  higher  than  Bunker  Hill 
Monument,  and  then  imagine  it  being  one  hundred  and 
thirty-five  feet  above  the  water,  and  perhaps  you  will  have 
an  approximate  idea  of  Brooklyn  Bridge.  Upon  this  bridge 
are  two  lines  of  railwa\,  a  walk  for  pedestrians,  and  two 
avenues  for  teams.  Brooklyn  Bridge  is  the  most  wonderful 
thing  I  have  yet  seen  that  was  wrought  by  human  hands, 
and  until  I  see  something  greater  I  shall  claim  that 
"  America  is  ahead." 

Our  day  ended  with  the  ride  back  to  the  hotel.  We  rode 
through  the  "  Bowery,"  on  which,  as  much  as  anything  else, 
the  foundation  of  New  York's  fame  is  laid,  and  which  has 
been  the  ideal  theme  of  the  later  day  comic  song  writers  for 
many  years.  No  danger  of  the  "Bowery's"  ever  being 
forgotten  with  such  masterpieces  as  "On  the  Bowery"  and 
"Paradise  Alley"  to  perpetuate  its  memory!  But  it  was 
not  nearly  so  forbidding  a  locality  as  I  had  expected,  and  I 
see  no  reason  why  the  countryman  should  resolve  to  "  Not 
go  there  any  more." 

It  is  needless  to  say  that  "our  little  beds"   were  never 
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more  appreciated  than  they  were  after  our  hard  day's  work, 
and  it  needed  no  opiate  to  carry  us  into  the  "  Land  of  Nod." 


R.     E.    B. GRADP:    VIII. 


Xaliire    rrptiirx    lirr   riirfi<;rx — rrpnirs   thou    ii'itli   her 
xiinxhiiic   ami    iril/i    hiiniini    /iiliar  ; 
nalitrc   irpiiirx  her  nirnircx,    hut   not  all. 

The   iiploni   trees  are  iiol   moled  again. 
The  parted   liillx  are   left  xearred. 
If  there  ix  a   new  growth,  the  treex  are    not   the  .same 
ax  the  old,   and  the  hills,    underneath   their 
green    rextnre, 
hear  the  marhx  of  the  paxt   rending. 
To   the   agex    that    hare  dwelt  on   the  paxt  there 
ix   no   thorough    repair. 

—    'Mill  on    the    F/o.v.v. " 
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BLESSED  ARE  THEY  THAT  MOURN 


O,  deem  nut  thev  are  Idlest  almic 

Whose  lives  a  jiieaceful  teiKir  keep; 
The  Power  who  pities  man  has  shown 

A  blessing  for  the  eyes  that  weep. 

The  liu'ht  nf  smiles  shall  till  a,!;'ain 

The  lids  that  overflow  with  tears ; 
And  weary  hours  nf  woe  and  pain 

Are  promises  of  hajipier  years. 

There  is  a  dav  of  sunny  rest 

For  every  dark  and  troubled  night ; 
And  grief  may  bide  an  evening  guest, 

But  joy  shall  come  with  early  light. 

And  thou,  who  o'er  th\'  friend's  low  bier 

Sheddest  the  bitter  drops  like  rain, 
Mope  that  a  brighter,  happier  sphere 

Will  give  him  to  thy  arms  again. 

Nor  let  the  good  man's  trust  depart, 
Though  life  its  common  gifts  deny  — 

Though  with  a  pierced  and  bleeding  heart, 
And  spiH'ned  of  men,  he  goes  to  die. 

For  ("jod  hath  marked  each  sorrowing  day. 

And  numbered  every  secret  tear. 
And  heaven's  long  age  of  bliss  shall  pay 
For  all  his  children  suffer  here. 

—  II  illiiim    Citllfii    lin/diit. 
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HOW  PAPER  IS  MADE 


N  May,  1896,  the  ninth  number  of  the 
"Essex  School  Journal "  was  pubhshed. 
Tile  first  article  therein  was  by  Ralph. 
Thrciugh  his  dealings  in  paper  in  a  small  way, 
because  of  his  little  printing"  press,  he  became 
acquainted  with  the  foreman  of  the  finishing  depart- 
ment of  a  local  pa])er  mill.  Said  foreman  took 
special  pains  to  show  him  through  the  entire  plant, 
explaining  everything  in  detail.  He  (Ralph)  was 
specially  proud  and  deeply  interested  in  Lawrence 
industries,  and  he  enjoyed  using  such  descriptive 
powers  as  he  possessed,  painting  pen  pictures,  show- 
ing his  appreciation  and  admiration  of  man's  suc- 
cessful effort  in  the  city  of  his  birth.  Thus  he 
describes,  at  the  age  of  fourteen  years,  what  he  had 
seen  at 

THE  RUSSELL  PAPER  MILLS 

What  an  admirable  subject  fi.>r  si.)  lar.i;"c  a  cunsiimcr  a.s  a 
school  boy  to  write  upon!  But  how  many  scholars  there 
are  (and  I  admit  that,  until  recently,  I  was  one  of  that 
number)  that  have  no  more  idea  (if  the  process  by  which 
the  paper  that  they  use  every  day  in  scliool  is  made  than 
they  have  oi  some  difficult  problem  in  astronom)'. 
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But  paper  is  a  mysterious  subject,  anyway,  and  even  after 
you  have  been  through  a  mill  and  had  all  the  intricate 
processes  explained  to  you,  there  will  still  remain  some 
things  that  you  are  not  entirely  familiar  with. 

A  detailed  description  of  paper  manufacturing  would,  of 
course,  be  impossible,  but  a  little  insight  int<j  the  manner  in 
which  ]3aper,  through  the  virtue  nf  which  we  have  books, 
papers,  and  magazines,  are  enabled  to  write  letters  to  distant 
friends,  do  arithmetic,  and  greatest  privilege  (?)  of  all,  write 
compositions,  a  little  knowledge  of  this  helper  to  man  and 
school-boy  kind  might  not  be  out  of  j^lace. 

Through  the  courtesy  of  Mr.  Page,  the  foreman  of  the 
finishing  department,  I  was  able  to  go  through  the  large 
plant  of  the  Russell  Paper  C'n.,  which  is  one  of  the  largest 
concerns  in  New  England,  and  there  saw  pajjer-making  in 
all  its  glory. 

Before  we  enter  the  null,  it  will  be  necessary  for  us  to 
employ  a  little  imagination.  Near  the  source  of  the  Ken- 
nebec River  in  the  wilds  of  Maine,  growing  in  the  forests 
that  line  the  banks  of  the  river  was  a  tree,  not  a  common, 
everyday  tree,  but  one  destined  to  become  vastly  more 
useful  than  many  of  its  fellows.  In  its  original  state,  how- 
ever, it  was  distinguishable  from  other  trees  only  in  its  being 
of  the  spruce  variety.  Perhaps,  though,  it  was  a  poplar,  as 
that  species  is  as  valuable  to  the  pajier  manufacturer  as  the 
spruce  is.  Many  years  it  had  lived  here,  and  its  ancestors 
before  it  had  been  prominent  citizens  of  that  region.  Its 
father  had,  at  one  time,  been  mayor,  and  its  third  cousin  on 
its  mother's  side  had  once  been  alderman  from  ward  7,  but 
had  been  convicted  nf  selling  cigarettes  tu  minors  and 
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removed  from  office,  leaving  the  family  in  disgrace.  But, 
lately,  rumors  of  an  invasion  had  been  heard,  and  one  day 
in  the  middle  of  winter,  a  man  with  a  terrible  sharp  instru- 
ment called  an  axe,  came  up  the  street  in  which  our  hero 
lived,  and,  without  the  least  warning,  uncerenK.miously 
ended  the  existence  of  that  promising  young  man. 

His  death  seemed  all  the  more  sad  because  he  held  a 
good  situation  in  a  growing  cunimunity,  and  such  cunmui- 
nities  are  said  to  be  very  fa\-orable  to  the  acquisition  of 
wealth. 

With  others  of  its  class,  it  was  loaded  into  the  hold  of  a 
waiting  vessel,  and  after  many  days  (for  the  vessel  was 
propelled  by  sails,  not  by  steam,)  it  reached  Boston.  Here 
it  was  put  on  a  car  and  sent  to  the  Russell  Paper  Mill, 
Lawrence,  Mass. 

The  paper  mill  was  the  most  wonderful  place  that  I  have 
yet  visited.  To  think  that  great  sticks  of  wood,  larger  than 
your  mother  bums  in  her  kitchen  fire,  can  be  put  into  a 
machine  and,  after  many  comijlicated  processes,  come  out  a 
smooth,  thin  sheet  of  paper  seems  impossible.  The  myths  of 
.(Esop  and  Grimm  are  not  to  be  compared  with  the  achieve- 
ments of  modern  machinery  anil  enterprise.  The  ability  to 
superintend  the  operations  of  such  a  mill  seemed  nearly 
incredible,  at  least,  to  me.  But  I  know  little  of  manufactur- 
ing on  a  large  scale  and  maybe  I  exaggerate. 

P'rom  the  ro<im  in  which  the  wood  is  made  ready  to  the 
office,  it  is  bustle,  noise,  and,  seemingly,  confusion.  Over 
hundreds  of  pulleys  run  hundreds  of  belts,  swift  helpers 
carrying  aid  to  the  workmen.  Men  gv  troni  one  r(jom  to 
another  anil   back  again,  up  stairs  and  down,  each  doing  his 
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allotted  work.  The  rumble  of  the  machinery  as  it  turns 
out  yard  after  yard  of  snowy  white,  blue,  pink,  or  brown 
paper,  and,  above  all,  the  jar  of  all  produces  melody  which 
was  not  composed  by  Mozart,  nor  played  by  Paderewski. 

It  is  all  right  and  proper  in  some  cases  to  have  "  the  last 
first  and  the  first  last ; "  but  it  would  not  seem  natural  to 
see  paper  \n\i  into  the  chopping  machine  emitting  large 
junks  of  wood  as  finished  product,  so  we  will  begin  at  the 
beginning  and  let  the  last  come  in  its  natural  order. 


NEWSPAPER    IN    EMBRYO' 


In  the  room  where  the  work  nf  making  the  pajier  is 
begun,  about  twent\-fi\e  men  are  employed.  The  intro- 
duction of  wood,  by  the  wa)",  into  the  paper  making  business 
has  revolutionized  it  and  has  greatly  reduced  the  cost  <if 
])ai:)er.       Hefcire  that   time,   rags  were   the  (inl)-  article   that 
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was  used  in  its  manufacture.  The  finer  !;rades  of  paper, 
such  as  is  used  in  ledgers  and  account  liooks,  are  still  niaile 
from  rags,  but  hook  paper,  newspaper,  and  almost  all  writing 
papers  are  now  manufactured  from  wood  pul]).  It  is  to  the 
cheajiening  ot  pa|)er  that  we  owe  the  cheajjening  of  bni)ks, 
and  through  the  reduced  |)rice  of  books  we  ha\-e  more 
universal  knowledge.  What  a  debt,  then,  is  due  the  spruce 
and  i3o])lar  trees,  and  to  the  man  that  discovered  their 
hidden  usefulness  and  utilized  it  for  the  benefit  of  man.  As 
the  sticks  come  into  the  mill,  those  that  are  too  large  are 
put  through  a  splitting  machine  antl  then  cut  into  pieces 
about  two  feet  long.  The  bark  is  sawed  off  by  a  strange 
little  saw,  and  the  knots  are  bt)red  out  by  a  sort  of  drilling- 
apparatus.  The  dust  and  dirt  is  taken  off  the  sticks  by  a 
swiftly  re\-olving  brush,  leaving  them  perfectiv  clean. 

A  machine  something  like  a  coffee  grinder  is  the  ne.xt 
recejitacle  into  which  the  wood  is  put.  This  machine  chops 
it  up  into  small  jjieces  about  the  size  of  a  man's  thumb.  Its 
eating  capacity  is  about  one  stick  per  second,  and  the 
rapidity  with  which  it  masticates  them  is  simph-  mar\'elous. 
I  asked  the  foreman  if  it  was  ever  troubled  with  decayed 
teeth.  He  replied  in  the  negative,  but  said  that  pieces 
were  often  broken  off  by  chewing  hard  candy. 

After  the  chopping  up  process,  the  small  pieces  of  wood 
are  put  into  a  large,  circular,  iron  vat  called  a  "digester," 
which  1  should  think  would  contain  about  as  man\'  cubic 
feet  as  there  are  in  a  small  room.  While  in  this  vat,  a 
licjuor  is  added  to  it  and  the  two  are  boiled.  The  lic|uor  is 
made  from  water  and  sulphur  and  is  prepared  in  the  mill. 
It  is  almost   impdssible  for  a   man   to  w<irk   in   the   room   in 
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which  the  HqiKir  is  made,  for  the  smell  arising  from  the 
sulphur  is  very  injurious. 

When  the  chips  of  wood  come  from  the  "digester"  they 
are  pulp.  Pulp  looks  something  like  dough,  but  is  not 
nearly  so  heav)'  nor  so  hard  to  pull  apart.  The  pulp,  which 
is  now  unbleached,  is  pumped  into  canals  which  are 
arranged  in  different  parts  of  the  mill.  These  canals  are 
about  three  feet  wide  and  three  and  a  half  high.  The 
bottom  is  on  an  incline,  so  that  the  pulp,  which  has  been 
mi.xed  with  water,  will  flow  through  them  readily.  While 
going  through  the  canals,  the  pulp  is  made  finer  by  a  kind 
of  chopping  arrangement,  and  is  also  bleached.  When  it 
has  gone  through  one  canal,  it  is  pumped  into  ancjther,  and 
the  process  repeated. 

There  are  two  wood  pulp  processes,  the  "soda"  and  the 
"  sulphite,"  the  difference  between  the  twt)  being,  that  the 
fibres  of  the  "sulphite"  are  longer  than  those  of  the  "soda" 
and  are  not  so  easily  pulled  apart. 

After  the  pulp  is  bleached  and  made  as  fine  as  possible, 
it  is  taken  to  a  machine  that  makes  it  into  thin  sheets  about 
one-sixteenth  of  an  inch  thick. 

It  is  now  ready  for  the  machine  that  makes  it  into 
finished  paper.  It  is  immersed  in  the  water,  and  then  goes 
through  a  number  of  felt  rollers  which  squeeze  the  water 
from  it,  and  thin  the  sheets  to  the  required  thickness, 
leaving  them  in  a  damp  condition.  A  succession  of  very 
hot  rollers  now  serve  as  a  clothes-wringer,  and  our  paper  is 
nearly  completed.  The  finishing  touch  is  accomplished  by 
running  the  dried  paper  thrcjugh  five  or  si.\  rollers  made  of 
chilled  steel,  which  puts  the  gloss  on  it. 
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As  the  finished  paper  comes  from  the  machinery  it  is 
wound  on  a  sort  of  spool,  wliich,  with  the  paper  on  it,  looi<s 
like  a  gigantic  spool  of  thread.  It  is  all  ready  now  to  be  sent 
away  to  the  comi^any's  customers,  which  are,  to  say  the 
least,  numerous. 

The  book  paper  is  usually  shipped  in  rolls,  but  card 
boards,  blotting  papers,  writing  papers,  etc.,  are  cut  into 
pieces  about  twenty-eight  inches  by  twenty-four  inches,  and 
sent  out  in  bundles. 

The  Russell  Paper  Co.  make  no  newspajjer,  the  princijxal 
products  being  label,  lithograph,  bristol,  writing  and  blotting 
papers. 

The  packing  room  is  the  busiest  part  of  the  whole 
establishment.  After  the  paper  is  cut,  it  must  be  counted 
to  avoid  errors,  and  the  way  that  the  counters,  who  are 
women,  reel  of  the  hundreds  and  thousands  is  a  revelation 
to  him  who  is  sometimes  obligeil  to  use  his  fingers  as  a 
counting  machine,  in  order  to  tietermine  h(jw  nianv  months 
will  elapse  from  April  23rd  to  the  23rd  of  November.  But 
they  have  no  puzzling  examjjles  in  bank  discounts,  or  per- 
haps they  would  have  to  employ  the  same  method.  Men 
do  the  paper  up  into  neat  bundles,  which  practice  has  made 
about  as  perfect  specimens  of  the  shipper's  art  as  one 
could  wish  to  see.  "No  women  are  emploved  in  this  depart- 
ment, however,  for  fear  that  they  might  jiin  the  buntUes 
together  instead  of  using  string.  Dexterous  hands  label 
the  names  of  the  customers  on  the  boxes  and  bundles ;  they 
are  put  on  board  the  cars  at  the  door  and  sent  all  over  the 
United  States. 

Such    is    a    brief    description    of    a    Lawrence     industry. 
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Cotton  interests  in  Lawrence  may  overshadow  those  of 
paper,  but  without  iier  pajaer  mills,  Lawrence  would  stand 
several  points  lower  as  a  manufacturing  city. 

Nor  are  paper  and  cotton  the  only  industries.  Machine 
shops,  fliiur  mills,  wood-working  establishments,  shoe  shops, 
all  contribute  to  the  city's  wealth  and  power,  and  Lawrence 
may  well  be  proud  of  her  varied  industries. 

R.    E.    B.  —  GR.XDE    VIll. 


Ilinmuiiti/  is  not   reformed   with   the  chih, 

and  if  most  people  giire   the  eiiertt/i   thcij 
spend   in    refonniiig   the   irorld ,    or  their  friends, 
to   reforming  themselves, 
there   iron/d   he   no   need   if  reformers. 

—  Tlie   llonoralile    Peter  Stirling. 
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ENCOURAGING  WORDS 


HE  extreme  interest  and  earnest  desire 
for  the  success  of  the  "Essex  School 
Journal",  which  Ralph  felt  down  deep  in 
his  heart,  is  shown  bv  the  following  which  was 
clipped  from  the  columns  of  that  little  magazine 
after  it  passed  into  other  hands.  His  loyalty 
and  earnestness  creeps  into  every  line  of  this 
letter,  which  he  wrote  just  before  the  beginning 
of  the  fall  term  to  cheer  and  encourage  the  new 
staff,  whose  duty  it  was  to  take  up  the  work 
which  he  had  helped  to  establish,  and,  so  far,  make 
an  acknowledged  success. 

If  encourap;ing  words  CDiikl  make  us  a  success  in  our 
new  position,  the  "Essex  Schodl  Jnurnal "  woukl  be  the 
greatest  periodical  on  earth.  Appended  is  a  specimen  from 
the  former  brilliant  business  manager,  now  in   California :  — 

Mount  Lowe  Springs,  Cal., 

August  22,  1896. 

Dear   Friend,   the   Editor  :   A   few  days    will    see    the 
end  of  your  vacation   (for  it  is  a  fact  that  all  vacations  do 
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end,  and  much  suoner  than  the  same  pericid  nf  time  spent  in 
school).  It  will  not  now  be  long  before  you  will  again 
be  back  at  old  Essex,  trying,  with  the  combined  efforts 
of  the  teachers  and  Mr.  Brown,  to  get  a  little  language, 
history,  geography,  arithmetic,  etc.,  into  your  cranium. 
With  the  re-opening  of  school  will  begin  your  staff's 
first  work  in  the  journalistic  line,  and  I  sincerely  hope 
that  you  will  not  only  nut  drop  the  publication  of  the 
"Journal,"  but  that  )()u  will  conduct  it  in  such  a  way  as  to 
put  Collins,  myself,  and  the  other  fellows  entirely  in  the 
shade.  You  will,  perhaps,  meet  with  more  difficulties  than 
you  imagine,  but  you  won't  falter,  I  know,  and  it'll  come 
easier  after  the  first  issue.  That  you  are  the  publishers  of  the 
"Only  Grammar  School  Paper  on  Earth"  is  no  small  honor. 
You  will  see  to  it  that  old  Esse.x  doesn't  lose  the  distinction 
of  taking  the  lead  in  grammar  school  enterprises.  I  am 
sure  that  your  interest  in  the  welfare  of  "Our  Journal" 
will  increase  with  each  issue.  It  did  with  me  and  I  came 
to  love  it.  with  its  leading  articles,  editorials,  "Our  School 
and  Other  Schools,"  "School  Gossip,"  advertisements,  etc. 
You  may  think  I'm  exaggerating,  but  I'm  not,  and  you  will 
love  it,  too,  before  you've  worked  in  it  long.  Enthusiasm 
will  be  your  greatest  helper.  Get  the  rest  of  the  staff  inter- 
ested, become  interested  yourself,  awaken  interest  in  the 
whole  school,  and  you'll  be  all  right.  I'll  \-ouch  that  the 
paper  will  be  in  safe  hands.  If  there  is  an\'  way  in  which  I 
can  help  you,  I  shall  be  more  than  glad  to  do  so,  and 
Collins  will  aid  you  all  he  can. 

May  the  "Essex  School  Journal"  prosper,  both  financially 
and  in  the  merits  of  its   contributions,   as   ne\'er  before,   and 
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may  the  cxccHlmicc  ni  the  editorial  dciiartnicnt  be  such  as  to 
startle  the  world ! 

Wishint;  you  a  large  slice  of  the  pie  of  success, 

Sincerely, 

Ralph   E.  Bicknell. 


A  JYiriid   (if  lluil    iiiiisl    useful  <>/'  nil   irisiloiii  — 

(/   kiiitirlcdf^c   i>f  sflj'  (111(1   (JHc'.v   h)nil(ilii>iis, 
A    little   matter  coiiceminfr  which   nine   men   out   nj' 

ten  go  nil  their  lire.i  in   blissful  igtioranre. 

—  "  When    KniishlhiiDil    11  ax   in    Flinrer. 
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THE  GREAT  CABLE   INCLINE  AND  THE   UNIQUELY  CONSTRUCTED 
■  WHITE    CHARIOT" 


OUR  MOUNTAIN  HOME 


T  is  safe  to  say  that  no  subject  on  which 
Ralph  ever  wrote  was  he  better  posted  on 
all  the  facts  connected  therewith  than 
that  of  the  Mt.  Lowe  Railway.  It  was  at  the  ex- 
treme terminus  of  this  wonderful  mountain  road 
that  we  lived  for  five  long  months  in  a  cloth  tent. 
Taking  our  meals  as  we  did  at  "Ye  Alpine  Tavern," 
(also  at  the  terminus  of  this  road),  entitled  us  to  a 
free  ride  therefrom  to  Pasadena,  distance  about  ten 
miles.  His  love  for  travel,  his  admiration  for  such 
courage  and  push  as  made  this  road  a  realitv,  and 
his  enthusiasm  for  the  unequaled  scenic  grandeur 
of  the  trip,  altogether  made  him  a  liberal  patron. 
A  pen  picture  drawn  by  him,  which  follows,  ap- 
peared in  the  Autumn  number  of  "  Bicknell  Bros. 
Advertiser,"   1899. 


THE  MT.    LOWE  RAILWAY 

Push  and   Electricity  are  no  respecters  of  persons,  things 
or    conditions.     They  tackle    the  world's  impossible.     The 
world  looks  on  indulj^entl}'  and   smiles,   but   the  combination 
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comes  out   i>n   top.      W'rily  thc\-  arc  the  prii]>hets  of  ci\iliza- 
tion,  and  what  shall  stand  before  them  ? 

It  is  with  eonckisions  somethint;^  like  this  that  )'ou  awake 
from  )our  reflections  as  the  contluctor  shovits  "  ^'c  Aljiine 
Tavern,  5000  feet  above  sea  level,"  at  the  loftv  terminus 
of  the  Mount  Lowe  Railway,  ^'ou  are  in  the  heart  of  the 
Sierra  Madre  Mountains.  Perha|)s  \du  pinch  yourself  to 
ascertain  if  \-ou  ha\en't 
dreamed  it  all.  But  a 
good  dinner  is  waiting;  to 
satisfy  yoiu"  material  in- 
stincts, and  \-ou  ask  the 
clerk  all  about  it  aftc]- 
wards. 

The  Sierra  Madre 
Mountains,  which  Pro- 
fessor Lowe  undertook 
to  conquer  for  the  bene- 
fit ot  Southern  C  a  1  i- 
fornia,  lorni  part  of  the 
coast  rani;e  of  the  Pacific 
slope.  They  rise  abrupt- 
ly in  verdant  grandeur  from  the  foothills  about  forty  miles 
from  the  coast  and  seventeen  from  Los  Angeles.  P'or 
wild,  primeval  beauty  of  peak,  canyon  and  forest  they 
are  unexcelled.  They  are  not  gray,  stern,  forbidding  fellows, 
these  silent  sentinels  of  the  Southland,  their  outlines  are 
rounded  and  graceful  and  their  yucca-dotted  coat  is  always 
green,  e\en  when  Nature  has  changed  her  dress  to  yellow 
and  brown  in  the  \'alle)s  below.  The  front  range  is  a 
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Contemplating    tne 
from   the   sun 


hejutfci    nf    the    valley 
mit  of   Mt.   Lowe 


34(35  l[i 


'Whiskerii"    (in    the    foiegrouJid)   and 

"George  "(in   the   background),      Two 

worthies  of   Echo    Mt 


i;i)\cinmcnt   rcscrxation,   both    for    game    and    timber  ;    the 
great  Architect's  Driginal  is   undisturlxxl.      The  wndchnan's 

axe    is    not    heard,    imr    the 

crack  nf  the  hunter's  rifle, 
tile  eliciting  of  the  camera 
shutter  instead  and  the 
scratching  pencil  ot  the 
poet. 

In  sui'h  a  place  it  was 
that  Professor  T.  S.  C.  Lowe 
began  and  ft  n  i  s  h  e  d  his 
famous  railway.  A  stupen- 
dous undertaking  —  one  that 
might  well  baffle  the  skill  of 
the  engineer  and  the  nerve  of  the  capitalist.  In  its  success- 
ful comiiletion  Southern  California  boasts  not  only  wne  of  the 
most  wonderful  engi- 
neering achievements  of 
America,  but  the  scenic 
route,  barring  none,  ot 
the  world. 

Moreover,  the  Mount 
Lowe  railway  is  a  new 
thing  under  the  sun. 
Mountain  railways  had 
been  built,  but  difficulties 
heretofore  had  Ik-cii  sur- 
mounted in  different  and 
more  clumsy  ways. 
Southern  California  owes  more  to  Professor   Lowe  than   it 


'  The  white  chariot  "  on  the  last  grade  of  the 

great   incline,      48  per  cent.      In  the 

distance   is   the   Chalet 


Fifteen  minutes  out  ■ 


PHOTO    By    BALP 

■  Mt.  Lowe  Trail 


will   ever   pay.      It   wnukl   still   have  to   put   up  with   wilted 

cucumbers    and    soft    butter  had   he  not   in\ented   also  the 

manufacture   of  artificial 

ice. 

To    accommodate    the 

three      comparisons      nf 

speech,    there    are    three 

divisions    of   the    Mount 

Lowe    railway  —  i^n-and, 

grander,  grandest.     The 

first  is  otherwise  known 

as     the     Kubio    tlixisiiin. 

To  reach  its  lower  termi- 
nus one  comes  b)    steam 

from  Pasadena.     Arriving  at  the  beautiful  residential  suburb 

of  Altadena  you  find  an  electric  car,  much  like  the  ordinary, 

in  waiting,  \-ou  materially 
flatten  \<iur  pocketbook 
In  Inning  a  ticket,  and 
\"our  ride  on  the  Mount 
Lowe  raiKva)'  begins. 

Passing  the  orange 
grox'cs,  a]5iicot  orchards, 
and  the  homes  of  the  rich, 
\nu  strike  the  open  foot- 
hill mesa  of  sage  brush 
a  n  d  greasewood.  The 
walls  of  the  mountain  rise 
to  forbid  your  further  pas- 


Isaac  Jacob   and   his  chum   ready   for  a  trip   up 
the    mountair^ 


sage,   but   the   sur\e\iir 

lOI 


has   found  a  wa\-,  and  the  car  enters 


GARDEN    OF    THE    GODS 
SHOWING    "GRAND    CIRCULAR    BRIDGE 


On  the   summit  of    MuuiU    Lowe  after  a 
Yucca    Hunt 


the  nidutli  (if  Rubin  canyon.  The  scene  grows  finer  and 
finer  with  every  whirr  of  the  mntnr  under  your  seat.  The 
open  views  of  the  \alley 
give  way  to  limited  but 
not  less  beautiful  ones  ;  as 
the  canyon  narrows  the 
way  becomes  more  diffi- 
cult ;  the  rushing  bnink 
that  Howed  n  e  a  r  t  h  e 
track  when  the  canyon 
was  enteretl  is  left  far 
.  below  ;  b  r  i  d  g  e  s  o  v  e  r 
many  tributary  ravines 
are  crossed  in  quick 
succession  till,  after  two  miles  and  a  half,  the  traveler  is  at 
Rubio  pavilion.      ( )n  either  side  rise  almost    sheer  the  walls 

of  the  canvon.  A  track 
goes  u])  the  less  precip- 
itous of  these  and  disap- 
pears ()\ei"  the  tup.  The 
'■  white  chariot  "  is  at 
the  bnttnm.  Before  your 
shuddering  is  over,  the 
car  is  filled,  the  conductor 
has  telegraphed  to  the 
summit  for  ]3(.>wer,  the 
great  cable  groans  com- 
plainingly  and  up  you 
go.  The  great  cable  in- 
cline is  the  steejiest  railroad  in   the   wurld.      Beginning  on   a 
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The   big   mountain   fire    from    the    valley,    showing 
m    the    foreground    Mt.    Lowe   livery   stables. 


A   portion   of   the   incline   machinery 


60  per  cent,  yrade,  it  changes  to  62,  to   58,  and  when  near- 

ing  the   summit,  48.      That  is.  in  every  hundred  feet  you  go 

forward  vou  rise  62  feet. 
'I"rv  it  in  miniatiu'e  with 
a  \M'd  stick.  And  why 
aren't  you  wrongside 
up  .'  Because  the  seats 
(if  the  '■  white  chariot  " 
are  constructed  on  a  bias 
to  the  floor,  thus  con- 
forming to  the  angle. 

The  incline  is  ope- 
r  a  t  e  d  b  y  a  n  endless 
cable,  to  which  the  cars 

are  permanently  attached.      The  cable  is  tested  to  sustain  a 

hundred  tons.      As  the  loaded  car  seldom  exceeds   fi\e  tuns, 

any    fears    vou    may  have 

had  should  be  put  in   \'our 

pocket   for  more    warrant- 
able use  further  on. 

At   the  moment  the  car 

starts    up    another     starts 

down.        They    i.)ass    each 

other  at   a   verv   ingenious 

automatic   turnout    e.xacth 

half  way.     The  motion  of 

the  car  is  extremely  smooth 

and  eas)-  — something  like 

an   advance  samjile  tri))  on 

a  fl\ing  machine,  with  the  dubious  outcome  eliminated. 


1^ 

J 

^lk«'-^ 

m 

^jlfi^ 

H 

Papa  on    "The   McPherson  Trestle"   the 
steepest   bridge   in   the   world 
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Arrival   of  the   "  White   Chariot  '     at    Echo   Mt. 


The  first  wonder  on  the  incline  is   Granite  Gorge,  where 

all    the    W(.)rkmen    that    could   be   crowdeil   into    the    space 

wielded   pick   and    shovel 

eight     months     before    a 

single    tie    could   be   laid. 

Next    is    the   McPherson 

Trestle,  spanning  Canyon 

Diabld  —  and    the    devil 

shoulil    be    pleased     with 

his  namesake.   The  bridge 

is  joo  feet  long,  and   lOO 

feet    higher    at    one    end 

than  at  the  other.     At  the 

npper  end  (.)f  the   bridge 

_\'ou  look  out  on  the  San  Gabriel  \alle)'  and   the   blue   Pacific 

and  you  forget  to  be  fearful  —  it  is  all  s(;)  great,  so  grand. 

The  grade  of  the  in- 
cline was  such  that  at 
many  points  not  even  the 
surefooted  burro  could  be 
trusted  to  carry  materials 
lor  the  wall  and  but- 
tresses, and  the  workmen 
had  to  shoulder  the  bur- 
dens themsehes.  It  may 
be  remarked  that  "  Don't 
walk  on  the  track"  signs 
are  not  a  necessitv,  since 
nearly  everyone  has  a 
healthy  respect  for  his  eciuilibrium.  The  machinery  for 
los 


No     7    rounding    Sunset    Point— Mt,    Lowe    R.    R. 


THE    OBSERVATION    CAR    ROUNDING    ■    GRAND   CIRCULAR     BRIDGE' 
CITY  ON   THE    MOUNT       IN   THE   DISTANCE 


operating  the  incline,  in  keeping  with  e\ervthing  else,  is 
unlike  anything  beture  attempted.  The  electricit)-  is  gener- 
ated by  two  methods  — 
by  water  at  Rubio  Pavil- 
ion, and  by  gas  pij^ed 
eight  miles  from  Pasa- 
dena. Every  safet)-  de- 
vice of  known  \akie  is 
employed  on  the  machin- 
ery. Result  —  nt)t  onl\- 
the  most  wonderful,  but 
actually  and  admittedly 
the  safest  eight  miles  of 
track  in  this   cnuntrv  of 


One   of   the    many    canyon    bridges 
Mt     Lowe    R     R 


railroads, 
occurred. 


An  injury  to  passenger  by  accident  has  never  yet 
The  traveler  is  on  Echo  Mountain  miw,  at  an 
altitude  of  3500  feet.  Rubio 
Pavilion  is  2200  feet.  He  rose 
1 300  feet  in  his  journeN'  up  the 
incline.  The  Echo  Mountain 
House  is  metropolitan,  both  in 
size  and  appointments,  it  suj)- 
piirting  a  postoffice  of  its  own. 
Besides  Echo  Mountain's  natural 
attractions,  the  visitor  may  gaze 
heavenward  through  the  big  16- 
inch  telescope  in  Prof.  Swift's 
observatory  nearby,  or  look  at 
his  antidiluvian  ancestors  in  a 
Here,  too,  is  the  largest  search- 


Oak   Grove— Mt,    Lowe   R,    R, 

well  appointed  menagerie 
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World's   Fair   searchlight  at   Echo   Mt. 
3,000.000  caneJIe  power 


light  in  tlie  world,  l^rDught  from  the  \V<irkrs   ]<"air,   where  it 
did  service  dii   top  of  the  Manufacturers'  Building.      It  has 

the  power  of  3,000,000 
candles  The  best  girl 
of  the  operator  can  read 
her  novels  by  it  in  Los 
Angeles  eighteen  miles 
away,  when  it  is  thrown 
on  the  \alle\'  of  a  clear 
night. 

But  the  conductor  is 
getting  imjiatient,  and 
you  board  the  open  ob- 
servation car  for  the 
final  four  and  a  half  miles  over  the  Alpine  dixision.  Loss 
of  adjectix'es  and  chills  up  the  sj.iinal  column  begin  simul- 
taneously. Pictures  ot 
mountains,  of  valley,  of 
great,  yawning  canyons 
come  and  go  in  such 
combinations  and  with 
such  kaleidiscopic  raiiid- 
it\'  that  thev  cannot  be 
reasonably  cla  s  s  i  fi  e  d  . 
Better  likened  to  Ma- 
homet's famous  tomb 
than  to  any  thing  else  is 
this  amazing  Alpine 
division — partly  of  earth 

and  partly  of  heaven  ;  and  as  you  look  down  a  thousand  feet 
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Rear   view  of    "  Ye  Alpine  Tavern  " 
Mr.   Wentworth   becomes  chimney  sweeper 


h 

V 

'  "* 
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K;L.. 

.     -.J 

Inspiration    Point".      After   the   tiardest   half 
day's   mountain  climbing   !   ever   had 


into   Los   Mores   canyon  on  one  side  and  a  tliousand  feet  up 

toward  the  peaks  on  the  other,  \-ovi  nia\    tliink   it    is  dani(er- 

ously  intermediate,     \'ou 

are    gettint;-    to     hea\en, 

however,  onl\-  at  the  eas\' 

rate  of  ten   feet   in   e\er\' 

hundred. 

Two  miles  out   is    the 

("irand  Cireuku'   hrid.^e 

though      e\ei\      hundred 

yards   of  the   way   might 

well    have    special     men- 
tion.     The  l)ridge  forms 

nearly   a  complete  circle 

of  about  400  feet,  with  a  diameter  of    150.     A   canvon,   too, 

has  to  be  dealt  with  on  one  side.      It  is  perhaps  the  most 

marvelous  thing   on    this 
mar\elous  road. 

No  Momit  Lowe  rat- 
tlesnake—  and  there  are 
such,  to  the  occasional 
consternation  of  visitors, 
—  can  twist  himself  half 
as  much  as  does  this  Al- 
pine division.  The  track 
turns  ujion  itself  in  such 
a  lab\rinth  that  in  one 
place  nine  tracks  can  be 
counted  on  the  mountain 

side,   each,   successively   reaching  a  higher   level.       At    the 
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Papa  viewing   the    beauties    of    the    San    Gabriel 
Valley   from    Insp  ration    Point 


■  Massachusetts    Inn     '        Out    ciuth    residence    in 
the   Sierta    Madre 
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Necessity   is   the   mothet   of   invention.      Mama 

does   her    ironing  on   a   chair,   assuming  a 

prayerful   position   in   so  doing 


Mama's   corner   in   the    Massachusetts    Inn 


■U  "" 


Rainbow    Spring,   a   half   mile   from   our 
mountain  tent 


Interior  Views  of  Massachusetts  Inn  and  Its  Water  Supply 


Grand  Circular  l)rid.L,''c  \<)u  lnok  tldwn  oxer  i  lOO  feet  and 
see  the  two  ribbons  of  steel  over  which  you  came  but  a  few 
moments  before. 

At  Sunset  Point  you  take  a  farewell  glimpse  of  the  San 
Gabriel  Valle)'  and  enter  int<i  the  beautiful  forest  of  pine 
that  covers  the  walls  of  Grand  Canyon,  Through  this 
forest  deer  and  e\en  wikl  cats  are  often  seen.  Which  hut 
illustrates  how,  if  ]irotected  by  man,  wild  beasts  come  to 
lose  their  fear  of  him.  Sometimes  the  car  runs  over  a  lazy 
rattlesnake  basking  himself  in 
sunshine  on  the  track. 

A  mile  anil  a  half  back  in  the 
mountains,  built  as  if  to  com- 
plete the  lovely  s\lvan  picture, 
with  i)ines  a  hundred  feet  high 
stalking  abo\e  it,  is  cos}-  'A'e 
Alpine  Tavern."  It  is  the  pres- 
ent entl  of  the  Mount  Lowe  rail- 
way. A  thousand  feet  are  yet  U< 
be  climbed  to  reach  the  summit 
of  Mount  Lowe,  but  the  prospec- 
tive railroad  there  is  not  yet 
completed. 

No  view  of  the  valley   is    ob- 
tainable from   the  tavern.     An  excellent  carriage  road,  hnw- 
ever,  connects  it  with   Inspiration   Point,  or  you  can   hire  a 
horse  or  burro  for  a  three-mile  ride  to  the  summit. 

Suppose  you  take  it  —  and  it  will  repay  you.  Far  bek)w 
is  the  serpentine  course  of  the  Alpine  division  winding  down 
to  Echo  Mountain  —  the  "City  on  the  Mount"  they   call  it. 


The   Tavern's   water-' 


The    Tavern's    parku,    where    ye    female    guests 
are  wont   to  congregate 


The  Tavern's  dining-toom,    ,.,,...1.    /.i.    ,.j.c    be 
served   our  daily   meals   since  we 
became   tavernltei 


m 
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The  old    Log   Cabin   near   the   Ta 


Ye  Alpine  Tavern's  big  fireplace,    '.  l    '■-  -:  .;...- 
where   we  took  our  grub  during  our  tent 
lif.-'    in    the    mountains 


mM 


i 


Our   first   lesidence   in   the   mountams 


A   ttee   freok   near    Rainbow    Spring 


In  and  Around   "Ye  Alpine  Tavern" 


PHOTOS     BV     BA 


Then  the  great  cable  inchne,  then  the  fldwery  foothills,  then 
lovely  Pasadena  and  pupulnus  Los  Angeles,  then  the 
enormous  green  groves  and  \-ineyards  and  ranches  stretching 
to  the  ocean.  "The  Gems  of  the  Pacific"  —  Santa  Catalina 
and  San  C'lciiicnti  Islands  and  beyond,  shimmering  in  the 
sunlight  like  a  silver  thread,  the  h(.>rizon  of  azure  hea\en 
and  azure  sea.  It  is  a  marvelous  can\as,  and  not  until 
you  have  ceased  to  appreciate  the  sublimities  of  nature  are 
you  like  to  forget  it. 


The  heights  hij  greni  men   reached  tiiut  kept 
Were  iiol  attained  hi/  sudden  flight, 

Hilt   tliei/,    n'hi/e   their  ciinipanions  slept, 
II  ere   tiiiling   iijin-iird   in    tlie   night. 

IjnigJ'ellow. 
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LITTLE  BOY  BLUE 


[A  poem  of  Eugene  Field's  that  touched  the  universal  heart] 


The  little  toy  dog  is  covered  with  dust, 

But  sturdy  and  staunch  he  stands  ; 
And  the  little  toy  soldier  is  red  with  rust, 

And  his  musket  moulds  in  his  hands. 
Time  was  when  the  little  toy  dog  was  new 

And  the  soldier  was  passing  fair. 
And  that  was  the  time  when  our  Little  Boy  Blue 

Kissed  them  and  put  them  there. 
"Now  don't  you  go  till  I  come,"  he  said, 

"And  don't  you  make  any  noise!  " 
So,  toddling  off  to  his  trundle-bed. 

He  dreamt  of  the  pretty  toys. 
And  as  he  was  dreaming,  an  angel  song 

Awakened  our  Little  Boy  Blue  — 
Oh,  the  years  are  many,  the  years  are  long. 

But  the  little  toy  friends  are  true, 
Ay,  faithful  to  Little  Boy  Blue  they  stand, 

Each  in  the  same  old  place. 
Awaiting  the  touch  of  a  little  hand. 

The  smile  of  a  little  face. 
And  they  wonder,  as  waiting  these  long  years  through, 

In  the  dust  of  that  little  chair. 
What  has  become  of  our  Little  Boy  Blue 

Since  he  kissed  them  and  put  them  there. 
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POLITICAL    ENTHUSIAST 


[ROM  a  small  boy  Ralph  was  an  interested 
enthusiast  in  political  affairs,  not  onl\"  of 
tlie  city,  state,  and  nation  of  his  birth,  but 
of  the  whole  world.  When  McKinley  and  Hobart 
were   nominated    in    1S96,   he  gave  vent  to  his  joy 


by  the  raisini 


among  the   tree? 


of  the  first  Ale Ki nicy  and  Hobart  flag 
in  the  Sierra  Madre  Mountains. 
He  made  a  photo  of  the  same,  which  he  enclosed  in 
a  letter  to  McKinley.  The  letter  opposite  is  his 
answer.  116 


WILLIAM  Mckinley, 

CANTON,  OHIO 


July  11th. 1896. 


Mr.  Ralph  E.  Bicknell, 

Mourit  Lowe  Springs,   Cal. 
My  dear  Sir  : 

The  picture  of  the  Republican 
banner  floating  in  tne  Sierra  Madre  Mountains 
is  much  appreciated  by  me,  and  I  thank  both 
you  and  your  father. 

Yours  very  truly. 


1 1; 


CROSSING  THE  BAR 


Sunset  and  e\ening  star, 

And  one  clear  call  for  me ! 
And  may  there  be  no  moaning  of  the  bar, 

When  I  put  out  to  sea, 

But  such  a  tide  as  moving  seems  asleep, 

Too  full  for  sound  and  foam, 
When  that  which  drew  from  out  the  b(.)undless  deep 

Turns  again  home. 

Twilight  and  evening  bell, 

And  after  that  the  dark  ! 
And  mav  there  be  no  sadness  of  farewell, 

When  I  embark ; 

For  tho'  from  out  our  bourne  of  Time  and  Place 

The  flood  may  bear  me  far, 
1  hope  to  see  my  Pilot  face  to  face 

When  I  have  crossed  the  bar. 

lA>rd  Alfred    Tennyson. 
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NEW  MASSACHUSETTS  INN 


HE  letter  which  follows  is  self-explanatory. 
For  the  benefit  of  the  reader,  however,  let 
me  say  that  the  "  New  Massachusetts 
Inn"  is  the  name  which  Ralph  gave  to  our  home  in 
the  foot  hills  where  we  lived  during  the  winter  of 
ninety-seven  after  leaving  our  cloth  tent  home  in  the 
mountain. 

"New   Massachl'setts   Inn," 

Altadena,  Los  Anceles  Co., 

California,  Jan.  13,  '97. 
ElMTOR  Telec.ka.m  : 

Dear  Sir:  —  It  was  nearly  twcj  weeks  aj^d  that  two  of 
the  occupants  of  the  "  New  Massachusetts  Inn  "  became 
god-fathers.  As  a  result,  "Mount  Lawrence"  has  been 
added  to  the  list  of  the  mountains  of  Southern  California, 
and  in  one  of  the  highest  and  noblest  peaks  of  the  front 
range  of  the  Sierra  Madre  our  native  city  has  a  namesake. 
When  we  to(ik  upon  ourselves  the  task  of  being  sponsors  to 
as  grand  a  mountain  as  the  one  in  c|uestion,  we  were  not 
unmindful  that  we  were  assuming  a  big  responsibility. 
However,  it  rec|uired  but  little  deliberation  to  decide  on  the 
name  of  the  "  Uueen  Citv  of  the  Merrimac  "  as  one  in  full 
keeping  with  the  majesty  of  its  recipient,  and  so  "  Mount 
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Lawrence  "  it  is,  and  with  the  kind  cimsent  of  the  people 
hereabouts,  always  will  be. 

The  ascent  of  "  Mount  Lawrence  "  is  a  difficult  one,  and 
the  peak  has  had  few  visitors.  Once,  though,  it  had  several 
regular  inhalMtants,  miners,  and  about  half-way  up,  an  okl 
abandoned  gold  mine,  relic  of  the  shattered  hopes  of  some 
disappointed  delver  in  Mother  Earth,  still  remains  proof 
against  the  attacks  of  washouts  and  landslides.  Hut  one  is 
abundantly  repaid  for  his  hard  climb  when  the  summit  is 
reached,  for  aside  from  his  being  able  to  boast  to  an  ad- 
miring circle  of  friends  of  having  succeeded  in  attaining  the 
top,  he  has  had  the  opportunity  of  beholding  one  of  nature's 
most  beautiful  pictures  in  all  its  grandeur,  the  picture  that 
she  shows  only  in  this  "Land  of  Sunshine,"  her  wonderful 
panorama  of  Southern  California.  One  that  would  fail  to 
be  impressed  by  this  revelation  of  nature  must  surely 
possess  a  heart  of  stone. 

The  christening  ceremonies  were  not  executed  on  a  very 
imposing  scale,  but  a  party  of  only  four  (my  cousin,  Ed 
Barker,  Willie  Carter,  papa  and  myself)  couldn't  be  expected 
to  make  a  very  big  demonstration.  Setting  up  the  pole  on 
which  was  a  flag  with  this  inscription  — 


MOINT    LAWRENCE 

NAMED    BY    A 

Massachusetts  Bo^ 


and  a  salutation   from   the  combined  lung  power  of  the  four 
in    the    shape    of    three  lusty    cheers    and    the    traditional 


"tiger,"  were  ab(nit  all;  nut  much  of  a  showing,  but  the 
best  we  could  do. 

Would  that  a  few  dozen  of  our  Lawrence  friends  could 
have  been  there  to  have  helped  us  out. 

Several  times  during  the  two  weeks  since  the  tlag-raising, 
we  have  gone  to  "Mount  Lawrence,"  through  our  field 
glass.  And  though  several  feet  of  snow  have  fallen  on  the 
mountain  since  then,  and  the  wind  has  blown  furiously,  the 
little  pennant  on  "Mount  I>awrence  "  still  waves  triumj^h- 
antly.     "  Our  flag  is  still  there  !  " 

Very  respectfulh',  I  am 

Ralph  E.  Bicknell. 


Health   is  the  Jirst  of  all  /ilicrties, 
and   /uippiiies.t  ^ItH's  ii.s-  t/ir  ciicri;!/, 

ir/ilv/i   ix  llif  litisix  i)f  liciillli . 

Aiiiifl'.s  Jiiiinial. 


CHAFFEE  AND  CHAMBERLAIN 


ALPH  had  a  great  big  heart,  always  filled 
with  sympathy  for  honest,  untiring  human 
effort,  which  ended  in  failure.  Thus  it 
was  that  he  became  so  attached  sympathetically  to 
these  old  men.  It  was  on  our  fifty  days'  camping 
trip  to  the  Yosemite  Valley  that  he  met  "  Tennessee  " 
and  "  Partner,"  whose  personalities  were  the  subject 
of  one  of  Bret  Harte's  best  California  stories. 
(Chaffee  and  Chamberlain,  their  real  names).  The 
story  of  these  two  honest  old  men's  lives  impressed 
him,  if  possible,  more  forcibly  than  the  wonders  of 
Yosemite  itself. 

Two  old  fortv-niners,  honest,  intelligent  hard 
workers,  had  lived  in  this  one  spot  where  we  found 
them,  way  up  in  the  high  Sierras,  for  fifty  years. 
Ralph  became  so  interested  in  them,  and  they  in 
him,  that  he  sent  them  many,  many  pa]:iers,  books, 
and  masfazines,  never  failina;  to  remember  them  at 
Christmas  time.  He  also  kept  a  faithful  and  inter- 
esting correspondence  with  them  until  they  both 
passed  away  some  two  years  since.    So  far  as  worldly 


goods  are  concerned,  tlieir  lives  were  a  failure. 
With  a  long  life  of  honest  effort  to  their  credit,  who 
will  dare  say  thev  are  not  now  richer  than  a  Rocke- 
feller, Vanderbilt,  or  Morgan. 

The  following  article  appeared  in  "  The  Land 
of  Sunshine,"  a  California  maoazine,  November, 
KS99:  — 

"  TENNESSEE  "  AND  "  PARTNER  " 

One  of  the  best  of  Bret  Harte's  early  California  stories 
—  of  renewed  interest  because  now  upon  the  stage  —  is 
Tennessee's  Partner."  W'c  all  remember  "Jimm\-,"  the 
long-suffering  mule;  "Partner's"  unfortunate  matrimonial 
ventures;  "Tennessee's"  rascality,  and  "  Partner's  "  death- 
less loyaltv. 

The  originals  from  whom  Ilarte  tinik  the  suggestion  of  his 
fiction  are  still  living  in  California,  on  their  little  claim  in  the 
Sierras.  In  real  life  they  are  Chaffee  and  Chamberlain,  two 
cheery  old  Argimauts  who  peg  awa\'  with  [lick  and  shovel 
still,  digging  a  modest  livelihood  from  the  earth,  and  but 
dimly  concerned  with  the  big  world  in  which  their  fictitious 
fortunes  nightly  thrill  an  audience. 

Their  home  is  not  a  log  cabin,  as  in  the  story,  but  a  pleas- 
ant little  home-like  two-story  dwelling  built  with  their  own 
hands.  It  is  shaded  by  friendly  trees  and  vines.  A  little 
distance  away  are  a  few  scattered  apple-trees  ;  and  the  whole 
place  is  surrounded  with  beautiful,  spreading  oaks  —  the 
same  oaks  that  have  so  often  borne  human  fruit,  both  in  lit- 
erature and  in  reahty.  Inside,  the  home  is  comfortable  and 
a  model   of    neatness.      Pictures  relieve    the    rough-finished 
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walls,  and  a  Lcreat  fire-]5lace  takes  up  much  (if  one  end  ol  the 
li\in,i;"-i'(  11)111.  Rooks  fill  the  shehes  that  occupy  every  avail- 
able corner. 


C  M  A  fvi  B  b  k  L  A  IN     A  N  (J     C  H  A  p  h  E  t 
Their   home   in    the   high    Sierras   in    the   background 


It  was  late  when  we  reached  their  home  ;  hut  a  kind-faced 
old  man  in  the  trellised  doorwav  bade  us  welcome.  "  Vou 
can  camp  in  the  orchard  yonder,"  said  "Tennessee,"  adding: 
"You'll  find  some  wood  there  that  we  cut  specially  for 
campers."  Later,  as  we  munched  a  tard\-  camp  sujiper,  he 
brought  us  some  fresh  picked  strawberries.  "  There  ain't 
many,"  he  said,  "but  it's  all  we've  got." 

Two  pleasanter  old  men  than  those  with  whom  we  spent 
that  evening  could  not  be  found,  or  more  sincerely  hospitable. 
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Far  from  being  of  the  rouj^di  and  lawless  school  of  Harte's 
fiction,  "  Tennessee "  is  genial,  merry,  open-hearted,  and 
"  Partner,"  not  exactly  the  child-like  bribe-offerer  of  Sandy 
Bar.  They  are  well-read  men,  take  nevyspapers  and  maga- 
zines, and  converse  in  a  manner  rather  surprising  to  one  who 
tries  to  measure  them  b\-  the  story. 

"So  you  come  from  old  Massachusetts,  do  you.'"  said 
Chamberlain,  while  Chaffee  nodded  c|uiet  assent  now  and 
then.  "  Well,  so  did  we  —  or  rather  I  did.  for  Chaffee  came 
from  Connecticut.  We  sailed  early  in  the  winter  of  '49,  by 
the  Horn.  It  took  us  176  days  to  reach  San  Francisco.  It 
was  a  big  change  from  our  steady  New  England  home. 
Mining  was  the  only  thing  talked  about  and  gambling  was 
the  chief  amusement.  Men  just  back  from  the  diggings, 
with  their  pockets  full  of  gold,  would  stake  their  last  ounce 
on  the  turn  of  a  card.  Almost  every  day  there'd  be  a  suicide 
or  a  murder. 

"There  were  si.x  of  us  New  England  boys.  We  had  a 
tent  and  camped  where  the  Palace  Hotel  is  now. 

"  Chaffee  was  a  wheelwright —  I,  a  carpenter.  There  was 
plenty  of  work  and  wages  were  big.  Common  laborers  got 
$y  a  day.  We  went  to  w^ork  at  $12  a  day  —  ought  to  have 
been  satisfied.  Hut  on  the  arrival  of  news  from  the  mines 
great  reports  would  be  posted  through  town,  and  it  didn't 
take  us  long  to  get  the  fever.  We  ga\e  uj)  oiu'  jobs  and 
started  for  the  mountains. 

"At  last  we  landed  in  Second  Carrote.  The  store-keeper 
kindly  offered  us  goods  on  credit,  for  fifty  cents  was  the  sum 
total  of  our  cash  on  hand.  We  dug  a  hole  in  the  mountain 
side,  ran  rafters  across,  put  boughs  and  clay  on  the  rafters, 
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m;ule  a  fireplace  antl  chimne\,  ami  tbnui^ht  we  had  a  very 
CDinfiirtable  nuul  hut. 

"  It  rained  l<ir  three  days  steady  about  the  middle  df  A])ril. 
One  iii,i;iit,  sittiiiL;"  in  the  mud  hut,  Paiil  and  I  saw  little 
chunks  of  soil  bei;iii  to  drop.  Pretty  soon  the  whole  thinj,'^ 
caved  in,  and  we  left.      We  stayed  in  the  store  that  niL;"ht. 

"We  struck  it  rich  at  first  —  tonk  out  foiu"  hundred  dol- 
lars in  a  few  (lavs  —  but  then  the  claim  went  back  on  us.  I 
got  discouraged  and  proposed  to  Paixl  that  we  go  to  'l'"risc(.) 
and  woik  at  our  traile,  but  we  didn't  go.  y\fter  a  while  we 
sold  our  claim  and  bought  a  new  one  —  the  one  wc  own 
now. 

"And  you  have  been  working  it  ever  since.'" 

"Yes  —  we've  never  struck  it  rich,  but  we'\e  managed  to 
get  along  and  build  us  a  house.  Chaffee  woiks  the  claim 
alone  now  —  I  do  the  housework  and  a  little  gardening. 
Chaffee  hasn't  taken  out  fift\-  dollars  in  the  last  fi\e  )ears, 
but  he's  just  as  keen  as  he  e\er  was.  You  can't  down  a 
miner's  spirit. 

"You  and  (_"haffee  ha\'e  lived  together  all  these  years? 
Don't  you  ever  disagree.''  " 

"Yes,  all  these  years  —  ever  since  '49.  C)ught  to  know- 
each  other,  hadn't  we  .'  And  as  for  quarreling  "  —  looking  at 
his  wrinkled  companion  of  fifty  years  —  "I  guess  we  get 
along  prett)'  well,  don't  we  Chaffee.?  "  And  Chaffee  smiles 
an  answer. 

"  How  did  vou  hai)pen  to  know  Bret  Marte.?" 

"  O,  we  never  knew  him  —  never  saw  him  even.  lie  had 
a  friend  in  Second  Garrote  and  it  was  through  the  friend  that 
he  hearil  of  us  and  wrote  the  story.  When  Chaffee  went  to 
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'Frisco  a  few  years  ago  he  was  introduced  as   '  Tennessee's 
Partner.'      It  was  a  big  surprise  to  him." 

"  But  where  did  Bret  Harte  get  the  hanging  part  of  it .?  " 

"  There  had  been  a  man  in  Second  Garrote  — one  Peters  — 

charged  with  outraging  a  child.      He  got  awav,  but  parties 

started    in    e\ery   direction,    and    he   was   run   down       They 

brought  him  back  to  camp  and  he  confessed.      Feeling  ran 


gB^:;fcas:«s  :a3a:gr/>^:K^:^3hg-'' 


CHAFFEE    AND    CHAMBERLAIN 
Under   the   "  Histotic   Oak"   where   so   many   hangings   have  occurred 

high.  The  prisoner  was  taken  from  the  authorities,  and  a 
few  miles  outside  of  camp,  in  the  moonhght,  Judge  Lynch 
held  court. 

"A  spokesman  was  chosen.      He  asked  what  should  be 
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done  with  the  ]:)risi)ncr.  Sdinc  said  whip  him — more  said 
hanf,'-  him.  Chaffee  made  a  \er)'  eloi|ueiit  plea  for  turnin.t; 
him  o\-er  to  the  eoiirts.  A  xote  was  taken,  and  Chaffee's 
motion  was  carried." 

"And  was  that  all  Marte  hat!  to  build  on  .'  " 

"Yes,  but  ot  course  the  main  part  of  the  story  was  Part- 
ner's faithfulness  to  Tennessee,  ami  he  told  that  all  ri^'ht." 

Tennessee  chuckled,  "To  think  I  ha\e  li\ed  all  these 
years  with  a  rope  around  m\  neck." 

We  said  i;'ood  nit^ht  to  the  two  ol<l  j:(entlemen  and  retired 
to  the  alibreviateil  bunks  of  our  camp  wa,!.,'"on.  The  ne.xt 
morniiiL;-  we  took  a  picture  of  Tennessee  and  Partner  stand- 
ing under  a  great  oak  that  branches  over  the  road  near  theii- 
dwelling  —  under  a  tree  with  a  history  —  for  many  a  grim 
figure  has  swung  from  those  strong  limbs  the  victim  of  Judge 
P\nch. 

We  looked  back  through  the  cloud  of  dust.  There  b\-  the 
gate,  their  hands  screening  their  e\es  from  the  earlv  morning 
sun,  stood  Tennessee  and  Partner.  ( iod  bless  them  !  —  kind 
old  men.  Ma)'  they  ever  be  as  ha|)py  as  the\  ha\e  been  and 
are.  "Thar — I  told  you  so!  —  thar  he  is  —  comin'  this 
way,  too  —  all  by  himself,  sober,  and  his  face  ashinin'." 

Note.  —  In  1903,  Chaffee  pas.sed  away,  leaving 
Chambei-Iain  entiix'ly  alone  in  this  lonch'  nioimtain 
home.  He  (Chamberlain)  notified  Ralph  of  his  loss, 
by  which  sad  news  Ralph's  big  heart,  always  over- 
flowing with  sympathy,  was  opened  wide.  He  wrote 
the  old  man  a  letter  in   the  most  soothinu^  lansuaee 
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at  his  command.  Tlic  letter  which  foHows  is  Cham- 
berlain's reply.  Written  by  a  man  S3  years  old, 
who  had  spent  fifty  years  in  a  mountain  wilderness, 
it  is  a  literary  gem.  One  who  reads  it  need  not  be 
told  of  the  author's  intelligence  or  self-education. 
Added  to  an  incurable  disease,  which  ga\'e  him 
almost  continuous  pain,  the  loss  of  his  life  com- 
panion was  more  than  he  could  liear.  Suffering 
and  heart-broken,  he  took  his  own  life. 

Ralph  continued  to  write  him  after  he  had  passed 
away.  His  letters  were  opened  by  the  man  whose 
duty  it  was  to  take  charge  of  the  little  the\'  left, 
and  from  him  Ralph  receiyed  a  letter  telling  how 
the  poor  old  man  ended  unenduring  trouble  by  his 
own  hand. 

Groveland,  California, 

August   10,    1903. 

My  Very   Dear   Bilknei.i.  :  — 

I  am  still  indfbtccl  to  you  for  your  kindness  in  sending 
documents.  I  am  nearly  rattled  at  the  death  of  my  dear 
Partner.  Yes,  he  has  crossed  the  great  di\ide,  and  I  pray 
the  Giver  of  all  Good  that  1  may  not  lose  my  mind  in  this 
my  hour  of  trouble.  Yet  what  is  my  great  loss  is  his 
greater  gain.  To  live  truly  and  nobly  and  to  die  beloved. 
What  more  can  there  be  to  that  which  we  call  life  ?  We 
part  from  dying  friends  with  sad  and  breaking  hearts,  and 
mourn  at  their  loss.      But  why  should  we  mourn  .''      Death  is 
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a  relief  to  ]iiinr,  suffering  mortals.  Death  is  the  unfettering 
of  the  soul.  The  life  beyond  is  but  the  eontinuation  of  this 
hfe,  onh'  enlarged,  eni'iehed,  and  ennobled.  In  faet,  there 
is  no  ileath.  What  we  eall  death  is  but  transition  from  a 
mortal  to  an  immortal  state.  And  it  depends  on  our  lives 
here  whether  that  state  is  to  be  ha])|)v  or  miserable,  and  I 
ha\'e  no  doubt  that  the  state  of  my  dear  Partner  will  be  a 
most  ha])p\'  one.     Amen,  so  mote  it  be. 

Now,    my   dear   Ralph,   thanking   vou   for   \'our   kindness, 
and  hoping  \'ou  will  e.xeuse  all  errors  in  \'our  lo\ing  Iriend, 

1.    1').   C'n.\MiiKKi..\i\. 


To    iiii.r    irilli    iic/iDii, 

Id  J'ccI   llic   xlir   iij'  t/ir    irarld. 
Id    Ih'    m    llti:    riniiw   of  cliaiii^t' . 

II.     II'.    Mahir'.s    "  LiJ'r   of  l/ir   Spiril. 


THREE  FINGERED  BILL 


ONE  who  read  the  contents  of  "Ralph's 
Scrap  Book  "  will  doubt  for  a  moment  his 
promising  future  (had  he  been  permitted 
to  continue  his  work)  as  a  writer  on  a  wide  range  of 
topics,  both  in  fact  and  fiction. 

His  nature  led  him  to  seek  refinement  at  all 
times,  yet,  when  brought  face  to  face  with  the  rough 
side  of  life  (as  his  California  experience  at  times  led 
him),  he  took  in  the  situation  with  such  calm  keen- 
ness as  seldom  failed  to  read  human  nature  aright, 
and  detect  in  a  rough  exterior  much  that  was  good 
in  the  heart  that  beat  therein. 

No  human  being  ever  became  so  low  and  de- 
graded as  to  be  entirely  destitute  of  good. 

No  truly  honest  and  courageous  heart,  even 
though  covered  with  a  soiled  .shirt,  ever  failed  to 
find  an  admirer  in  Ralph,  evidence  of  which  is  seen 
in  his  ficticious  story  of  "Three  Fingered  Bill". 

A  GRUB  GULCH   REFORMATION. 

From  that  memorable  summer  of  18  — ,  when  Three 
Fingered    Bill    had    been    rescued    from    the    highway    and 
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tcndcil  for  weeks,  duriiij;  the  succeeding  sickness,  by  Miss 
Dorcitliy  1  );ilr\ni|)le  nf  San  l^'rancisco,  Three  I^'ingered  Rill 
was  a  changed  man.  The  extraordinar\'  e\ent  —  not  of  his 
being  in  the  road,  for  that  was  a  common  occurrence,  but  of 
his  exciting  pitv  in  that  hemic  i>i>siti(in — had  worked  upon 
sensibilities  that  had  formerly  been  wholly  consecrated  to 
ruin  and  rex'enge.  Such  instances  of  cit\-  symjiathy  were 
rare  in  drub  Gulch,  and  Bill  was  at  a  loss  as  to  its  proper 
classification  —  whether  it  should  be  construed  as  e\'idence 
of  the  supernatiu'al  or  proof  of  Providence. 

Exponents  of  neither  of  these  ideas  residing  in  (iriib 
Gulch,  Three  P'ingered  Bill  must  neeils  come  unaitleil  to  a 
conclusion.  Bill  himself  didn't  believe  in  thinking.  It  was 
too  much  work  lor  no  practical  result.  The  e\ent,  never- 
theless, took  hold  on  Bill,  as  things  that  the)'  can't  explain 
always  do  on  ignorant  natmes,  and  the  sometime  projirietor 
of  the  Lucky  Strike  was  dimly  conscious  that  some  drastic 
departure  from  [^resent  princi]3les  must  be  accomplished. 

I  ha\'e  saitl  that  Three  Fingered  Bill  was  a  changed  man. 
That  is,  he  was  some  changed  —  a  com]ilete  metamor|:>hosis 
was  incomiMtible  with  Bill's  make-up  and  surroundings.  To 
a  casual  obserxei",  no  change  had  taken  ]5lace  at  all,  except, 
perhaps,  in  the  clothes,  which  were  washed  ottener  than  they 
used  t<i  be  —  the  face  likewise.  One  has  to  follow  Bill's 
daily  life  to  understand  that  different  ideals  were  in  the 
process  ot  perfection  —  to  notice  that  I'ete  and  his  whiskey 
were  not  patronized  as  ot  yore;  to  notice  that  the  card 
table  was  courageously  eschewed;  to  notice  that  he  was 
more  often  in  the  cabin  nights  with  Jim  than  with  "the 
boys";  to  notice  that  more  work  was  put  in  on  his  little 
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claim  ;  to  notice  that  the  small  earnings  thereof  went  into  a 
piece  of  cast-off  hosiery  instead  i)f  into  the  coffers  of  the 
Marigold  Saloon;  and,  lastly  and  unaccountably,  to  notice 
that  Bill  made  a  practice,  seldom  missing  a  night,  of  being 
round  the  hotel  when  the  Yosemite  coach  rolled  in. 

The  bulbous  bloom  of  "red  e)e  "  on  Three  Fingered  Bill's 
olfactory  organ  disappeared  by  easy  stages,  and  his  eyes 
were  not  as  blear  as  the)'  used  to  be.  Bill  was  becoming 
unsociable,  too,  —  from  the  town's  standpoint  —  and  by  his 
usual  absence  from  the  nightly  "functions"  at  the  Marigold 
Saloon,  Grub  Ciulch's  cude  of  etiquette  was  piqued  beyond 
retrieving  by  the  offending  br(.ither. 

Be  it  said,  however,  that  Bill  was  not  held  wholly  re- 
sponsible. A  magnanimous  feeling  that  his  general  sanity 
was  impaired  was  rife  in  the  camp,  and  when  Bill's  old 
haunts  knew  him  not,  his  old  companions,  between  drinks, 
wisely  shook  their  befuddled  pates  and  opined  that  "Bill 
was  gittin'  off."  Could  the  change  come  but  of  a  dis- 
ordered mind,  with  no  temperance  agitator  in  town  —  no 
"  preacher  "  —  no  priest  ? 

Be  it  not  inferred  that  Bill  was  a  saint,  for  Three  Fing- 
ered Bill  was  not  a  saint.  Thuugh  many  of  his  former  vices 
were  gone,  —  conquered  how  and  for  what  Bill  knew  not, — 
his  longing  for  revenge  had  lost  none  of  its  strength  —  none 
of  its  determination.  To  Three  Fingered  Bill  it  was  not 
revenge,  it  was  justice  that  he  sought  —  justice  for  a  great 
wrong.  It  occupied  his  thoughts  by  day,  while  he  labored 
with  ]3ick  and  shovel  on  the  flinty  mountain  side  ;  he  dreamed 
of  it  when  the  winil  whistled  through  the  chinks  in  his  poor 
old   cabin.       In   Jim   he  confided  all,   for  he  lo\ed  Jim   and 
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respected  him  as  he  did  but  one  other  person — a  person 
who  Hved  not  at  (irub  Gulch.  And  in  the  whole  camp, 
however  the)'  might  censure  his  con\ivial  shortcomings,  he 
had  sympathetic  allies.  A  mmer  hates  nothing  as  he  does 
rascality,  and  Grub  Gulch  itself  was  not  less  bitter  towartl 
the  \illian  Deering  than  was  Three  Fingered  Bill  ot  the 
Luck)'  Strike. 

It  had  been  a  cool  day  at  Grub  (iulch.  Old  I'rob  was 
booked  to  furnish  man\-  more  warm  ones  before  winter  set 
in,  for  the  first  of  October  had  not  )  et  arrived.  To  be  sure, 
the  big  stove  at  the  Marigold  had  been  lighted  for  several 
weeks,  but  it  had  had  few  admirers  among  Pete's  patrons, 
and  had  stood  awkwardly  in  the  middle  of  the  room,  like  a 
wall  flower  out  of  place.  Some  of  the  loungers  had  e\en 
intimated  that  "  Pete  was  tr)in'  ter  roast  'em  out."  The 
accusation  was  wholly  unfoundeil,  and  something  more  than 
uncomfortable  temj^erature  woukl  be  needed  to  start  the 
accusers,  an\  wa\ . 

Things  were  different  now.  Mer  face  warmed  into  a 
ruddy  glow  by  thoughts  of  coming  conquests,  the  old  nasty 
stove  was  surrounded  by  cold-handed  humanity  —  gamblers, 
miners,  bums,  "  Cokl,  ain't  it.''"  remarked  old  Da\id 
b'arrar.  "  1  tlisremember  an)-  sich  turrible  unseanuble 
weathur  in  the  Gulch."  David  spoke  from  authmit)'.  It 
was  the  wortl  of  an  old  resident.  From  it  there  was  no 
appeal,  and  some  who  had  thought  it  ciuite  unconilortable 
saw  their  mistake  and  jjatronized  the  stove. 

There  was  nothing  remarkable  about  the  group  of  bar 
room  frequenters,  exce])t  as  they  represented  the  elite  ot 
Grul)  Gulch  society,  but  sitting  a  little  ajxirt   from   the   rest, 
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where  his  presence  would  occasion  the  least  inconvenience, 
was  Thee  Fingered  Bill.  The  Marigold  (so  named  by  Pete 
not  because  he  had  botanical  proclivities  in  it,  but  because 
the  word  had  in  it  a  suggestion  of  the  yellow  metal)  did  not 
see  Bill  often  now  —  tonight  only,  because  Jim  had  gone  up 
to  Chinese  Diggings  "on  bisness,"  as  Bill  explained. 

The  men  broke  up  into  twos  and  threes  —  some  to  gamble, 
some  to  drink,  some  tci  talk,  some  to  sim]3ly  sit  tilted  against 
the  wall  and  dose.  Bill  was  ignored.  His  former  comrades 
had  forgotten  him  since  his  reformation  four  years  back. 
He  was  an  innocent  quite  beneath  the  notice  of  respectable 
Grub  Gulch  citizens. 

Pete  was  doing  a  rushing  business  —  something  more  than 
a  rusty  stove  was  needed  to  warm  the  majority  of  his 
visitors.  Those  that  drank  were  alreadx'  dnmk,  those  that 
gambled  were  mostly  busted,  those  that  talked  had  run  out 
of  subjects,  —  art,  literature,  and  science  being  sifted  to  the 
bottom,  —  the  man  that  tloseil  had  gxme  to  sleep.  The 
sound  of  galloping  hoofs  resounded  through  the  air  of  early 
evening.  In  front  of  the  Marigold  the  clatter  stopped,  and 
Jim  Martne)'  rushed  in.  A  wa\e  of  excitement  ran  through 
the  crowd. 

"  Bill  here  —  Bill  Martney  !  " 

Pete  impassionatel}'  aimed  a  bit  of  expectoration  at  his 
immacidate  cusjjidor.  "Well,  what  if  he  is  .?  'Taint  nuthin' 
ter  me.  He  ain't  bought  nuthin'  fer  nigh  four  year.  But  I 
ain't  pertickler  fer  ter  he\'  the  buildin'  knocked  down." 

Through  the  clouds  of  tobacco  smoke  Jim  saw  his  brother 
in  a  dark  corner  of  the  gaudy  place,  and  in  a  tew  hurried 
words  his  news  was  told.      Three  Fingered  Bill  sprang  to  his 
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feet  —  a  different  man  than  had  sat  dnwn.  A  dani;criius 
lii;"ht  shi)iic  fnini  his  uiuisuall\  mild  l)lue  eyes,  his  face  was 
pale  with  jiassion,  and  his  hand  nei\(iusl\'  si)u,i;ht  the 
derringer  in  his  hip  pocket. 

"  Yer  all  know  me  —  or  uster,"  he  cried,  'i'he  curious 
crowd,  now  thoroughly  interested,  ilid  not  interrupt.  "Bill 
Martne\'  as  was  swindled  outer  his  claim  six  \ears  ago  b\' 
that  white  rascal  Derrin'."  Bitterness  rang  in  his  words. 
"Yer  know  1  said  \\\  kill  the  devil  if  I  ever  gut  a  chance  — 
kill  the  man  as  took  frum  me  all  I'll  worked  ter  git.  I've 
got  a  chance." 

It  had  been  fi\e  months  and  more  since  Red  Charley 
shot  Msh  Camp  Lid  in  a  little  bar  room  misimderstanding. 
Things  were  getting  monotonous,  and  anxthing  in  the  shape 
of  excitement  was  most  acceptable. 

"  A  few  o'  you  fellers  ter  help  me  an'  we'll  make  short 
\vork  uv  it.     A  half  er  dozen  of  ye'll  do." 

A  shout  of  approbation  broke  from  the  crowd.  No 
thought  of  cards  and  liquor  now.  It  was  common  cause 
against  the  hated  Deering. 

"  Deerin'  's  comin'  in  the  stage.  Jim  see  'im  up  ter 
Chinese  Diggin's  this  arternoon.  Lean  Leander  said  he 
wuz  the  only  passenger  comin'  through  —  said  Deerin' 'd 
bribed  'im  ter  keep  mum.  Leantler  wuz  purt_\-  drunk,  but  I 
guess  he  wuz  right  —  most  the  cit\-  folks  he\-  gone  home 
afore  now.  The  stage  goes  through  ter  \'ou  Bet  —  ilon't 
stop  here.  Fellers,  we  gut  ter  git  the  stage.  Shel  Deerin' 
hang  afore  mornin'  ?  " 

The  crowd  howled  a  unanimous  rejjly.  Kveryb(.itl\'  in 
the  Marigold  volunteered  their  influence  in  the  proceeding 
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—  everybody  except  Pete  and  old  David  Farrar,  who  ex- 
plained that  he  was  "gittin'  too  old  fer  an\-  hangin'  busi- 
ness," and  further  fully  explained  himself  in  the  eyes  of 
Cirub  Ciukh  b_\-  declaring  that  "he'd  had  lots  uv  experience," 

"  It'll  hev  ter  be  done  ciuick,  boys,  —  the  stage  'ill  be  here 
in  half  'n  hour  !  " 

The  road  branches  a  few  miles  south  of  Grub  (iulch  — 
branches,  however,  so  slightlv  that  \()u  would  think  both 
roads  lead  to  the  same  destination.  Both  roads  are  dusty, 
both  are  poor,  and  there  really  seems  to  be  small  choice. 
Of  course  there  isn't  any  guide  board,  —  there  never  is  in 
California,  —  and  the  traveler  not  versed  in  ( Irub  ( iidch 
traveling  is  reduced  to  the  necessity  (jf  throwing  up  a  cent 
or  trusting  to  a  Yankee  ancestry. 

To  be  sure,  the  roads  do  come  out,  eventuallv,  at  the 
same  place,  but  the\-  reach  it  b\'  widely  different  directions. 
The  one  to  the  left  is  the  "main  traveled"  stage  route  —  a 
toll  affair,  that  exacts  a  dollar  and  a  half  from  private  con- 
veyances. The  other  belongs  to  the  count\',  but  it  is  sadl\- 
out  of  repair,  and  in  spite  of  his  allurements,  as  unhampered 
b)-  toll  tax,  it  is  used  but  little.  The  original  job  of  building 
has  not  been  scientific  in  op]X)sing  yearly  washouts  and  snow 
slides,  and  little  gullies,  big  gullies,  and  medium  sized  gullies 
are  frightfully  numerous. 

The  one  highway  becomes  two  in  a  little  open  mesa  —  a 
peciiliar  opening,  as  if  the  tlrojiiiing  of  a  great  live  coal  had 
burned  a  hole  in  the  mountain's  shaggy  covering.  Only  a 
scanty  growth  of  sage  brush,  and  buffalo  grass,  and  grease 
wo(.)d  co\ers  the  mesa. 

In  the  twilight,  almost  tleepened   into   night,   a   half  score 
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of  horsenien  clattered  out  nf  the  timber  at  the  mesa's  upper 
end.  They  came  at  a  pace  quite  nut  nt  keei^iiii;'  with  (irub 
Gulch's  most  approved  method  ot  getting  over  the  ground, 
for  (irub  (ruleh  seldom  hurried  ;  —  a  pace,  too,  incongruous 
with  that  stillness  that  in  the  Sierras  always  comes  with  night. 

At  the  almost  imperceptible  junction  of  the  roads,  half  the 
horsemen  flung  themseh'cs  out  of  their  saddles,  threw  their 
reins  to  their  mounted  comratles,  and  disappeared  into  the 
sagebrush.  The  others  waited  inipatienth'.  "  Come,  hurr\' 
up,  there.  Lean  l.eander'll  be  along  in  fifteen  minutes." 
Then,  as  if  plant  life  had  suddenly  become  animated,  sundry 
sage  bushes  ami  grease  wootls  came  out  trom  among  their 
fellows.  "Here  enough,  Hill.''"  inquired  one  of  the  grease 
woods. 

"Yes,  string  'em  acmss  the  road,  and  clnwn  it  a  piece, — 
an'  do  it  t|uick.  Chicago,  \er  stay  here  and  see  it's  all 
right  when  the  stage  cnmes.  Mind  \e  don't  shnw  your- 
self. Antl  if  \'er  let  Lean  Leander  git  b\-  on  the  right  road 
—  the  drunken  fool  —  we'll  hang  ye  stid  o'  Deerin'."  Three 
Fingered  Bill's  timidity  of  foui'  \ears'  standing  had  disap- 
pearetl,  —  in  him  was  vested  the  authorit\  of  leatler  uf  the 
ayenging  committee  of  Grub  Gulch. 

The  C(.)mmittee  sped  down  the  road  and  were  lost  in  the 
pines.  A  slender  moon  that  came  up  o\er  the  tree-tops 
looked  casually  down  on  the  little  mesa  and  saw  only  one 
road  where  there  had  been  two. 

"(jut  \'er  'golegers',  tellers,  case  he  shoukl  fight." 

"Yep." 

"Gut  yer  rope,  Sam.''  All  right,  here  she  comes.  Hear 
it .?  ( lit  tergethci'  )er  stock  of  determinati(.)n,  fellers. 
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We'll  make  short  work   uv  it,   bovs.      Deerin',  the  d d 

rascal,  let  him  think  his  prayers  while  he's  a-swingin'. 
She's  a-comin'  round  the  bend.  Leander's  singin',  cussed  if 
he  ain't.     The  fool  alius  does  when  he's  drunk.      Reckless! 

—  look  the  way  he's  dri\in' !  We  kin  never  stop  'im  the 
way  he's  comin' I  Hev  ter  shoot  the  horses,  won't  we! 
All  ready,  fellers,  I'll  take  the  first  one  —  great  God  —  look 

—  she's  gone  over!  ! 

Up  the  road  rushed  the  avenging  committee  of  Grub 
Gulch  —  up  to  where  the  ill-fated  coach  had  reeled  over  into 
the  canyon.  The  men  stood  irresolute,  looking  down  into 
the  darkness.  The  groans  of  some  one  injured  mingled 
horribly  with  the  struggle  of  the  hurt  and  terrified  horses. 

"  IJsten  !  Ain't  there  more'n  two  down  thar .?  Seems 
like  thar  wuz.      (io  keerful,  boys,  go  keerful." 

"  Keerful  be  d d.      We  want  Deerin'." 

"An'  we'll  hev  IJeerin',  dam  'im,  dam  'im.  Come  on, 
boys!"  and  fired  with  the  passion  that  no  danger  can 
weaken,  Three  Fingered  Bill  dashetl  tlown  through  the 
bushes  toward  his  long-hoped-for  justice. 

A  match  sjjuttered  and  flared  in  front  of  the  broken 
coach.      "Who  comes  there.'" 

Three  Fingered  Bill  stopped  and  sprang  back.  He 
threw  up  his  arms,  his  staring  face  was  white.  "  My  God, 
my  God,  fellers,  it's  her  —  her  —  her.      Her  la_\ing^  on   the 

ground    thar  —  dead!      Hcjw    in ."      But    a    [jistol  shot 

rang  through  the  night  air,  and  the  leader  of  the  avenging 
committee  of  Grub  (ndch  fell. 

How  Dorothy  Dalrymiile  was  tenderly  carried  to  Grub 
Gulch  on  an  improvised  stretcher  of  boughs   and    coats  — 
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thou,Lch  the  niL^ht  was  tdld;  how  Doctor  Graff  and 
Mr.  Ualrymplc  watchucl  the  injured  ,i;"irl  throujjh  that  nii;"ht 
of  terrible  suspense;  how  the  avenj^in;;  committee  saw  to 
the  welfare  of  tlie  th'vinken  Leander  is  not  pertinent  to  "A 
Grub  Gulch  Reformation." 

It  was  just  midnii^ht  when  the\-  laid  Three  Fingered  Hill 
0^1  a  billiard  table  in  Pete's  saloon  —  it  was  too  far  to  the 
cjabin.  The  saloon  was  like  an  old  home,  though,  to  Three 
Fingered  Bill ;  in  it,  in  days  past,  had  he  drunk  and  gambled 
and  sworn.  The  late  loungers  ceased  their  maudlin  racket 
and  skulked  awa\'.      Pete  shut  up  shiiji  and  turned  in. 

In  the  corner  of  the  h.iul  smelling  place,  on  a  gambling 
table  reeking  with  slime  and  s]iilled  liquor,  a  candle  burned. 
There,  his  face  on  his  arm,  was  Jim.  A  j^ack  of  cards, 
scattered  in  some  drunken  brawl,  were  littered  about  the 
floor. 

The  hours  slipped  away,  and  still  the  prostrate  figure  on 
the  billiard  table  was  rigid  and  unconscious.  Jim  bent  over 
it  and  l(joked  tenderly  into  the  homely  face.  "Bill  —  Bill, 
don't  g(j !  " 

The  eyes  opened  and   the   lips   moved.     "Come  —  nearer 

—  Jim.  Put  up  the  curtain  so's  I  kin  see  the  mountains." 
The  rising  sun  was  just  painting  the  tips  of  the  higher 
peaks.     "Jim  —  is  —  she  dead  ?  " 

"No,  Bill,  the  doc  says  she'll  ]hi11  through." 

"Thank  God,"  whispered  the  dying  miner. 

"  Jim  —  Fve  been  —  on  the  wrong  trail.      Seemed  like —  I 

—  dreampt  —  'bout  —  strikin'  er  —  new  lead.  Seems  — 
like  —  I  see  —  her  —  a-showin'  me  —  the  way.  Deerin'- — 
gut  away  —  didn't  —  he .?  " 
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"Yes,  Bill,  he  gut  wind  u\-  it  and  didn't  come  (in  the 
stage." 

"I'm  —  glad  —  Jim.  If  yer — ever — find  'im  —  Jim  — 
tldn't  kill  —  'im,   Jim.      I — don't  —  want   cher  —  to.      Make 

—  er    better  —  strike  —  n'    I    hev  —  Jim.      An'   Jim  —  tell 

—  her—" 

Jim  pulled  down  the  cheaj)  red  curtains  and  shut  out  the 
sunlight.  Pete's  early  jjatrons  saw  a  bit  of  black  cloth  on 
the  bar  room  door  and  did  not  enter. 


The   "  Author",    t3l-.en    by   himself 

Note  —  This  is  certainly  a  freak  in  photography,  Ralph  had  a  keen  eye  for  the  beautiful 
in  nature,  and  if  any  comical  situation  escaped  his  notice  it  must  drop  out  of  sight  just  a  little 
quicker  than  tliought.  The  above  picture  of  himself,  taken  by  himself,  is  proof  of  this 
sentiment. 


THE  MAN  WITHOUT  THE  JOB 

[W'ritlen  for  the   Lawrence  Telegram.] 


Biiwed  by  the  \veii;'ht  of  treiKhcr\-  he  leans 

Upon  the  fenee  and  t^azes  at  the  £,n"()und 

A  look  of  huni;"er  upmi  his  face, 

And  on  his  back  the  burden  of  a  wrong. 

Who  made  him  dead  to  reason  and  horse  sense 

That  he  should  trust  in  ])oliticians'  words.? 

Puffing  at  his  old  "  T.  1)." — a  brother  to  the  stove — 

Who  stamped  the  discontent  on  this  bright  mug, 

This  phiz  that  smiled  l^efore  the  plums  were  given  .' 

Whose  breath  blew  out  the  losy  hopes  he  had  ? 

Is  this  the  thing  the  1  .old  ( iod  made  and  gave 

To  ha\'e  dominion  over  polities, 

To  rule  the  wards,  to  search  the  caucuses  for  power 

To  feel  the  passion  of  a  city  job  .' 

Is  this  the  dream  they  dreamed  who  made  the  slate 

And  i^illared  all  Ward  Three  with  \dtes  ? 

Down  all  the  stretch  of  hell  to  its  last  gulf 

There  is  no  shape  more  terrible  than  this  ; 

More  tongued  with  censure  of  a  party's  greed; 

More  filled  with  signs  and  portents  for  the  "true" 

More  fraught  with  menace  to  Democracy. 
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What  gulfs  between  him  and  the  city  hall, 
Slave  of  disappointment,  what  to  him 
The  honor  that  the  peanut  statesmen  get, 
What  the  percentage  on  a  contract  made, 
The  aldermanic  snaps,  the  councilmanic  fees  ; 
Through  this  dread  shape  humanity  betrayed. 
Cries  protest  to  the  voters  for  revenge, 
A  protest  that  is  also  ]irophecy. 

O  bosses,  mayor  and  rulers  in  this  town 
Is  this  the  end  that  you  had  c<iunted  on 
This  wrathful  thing  resembling  thirty  cents  ? 
How  will  you  ever  straighten  out  this  mess 
Get  back  the  lost  allegiance  and  the  pull  ? 
Touch  it  again  with  party  faithfulness 
Make  right  all  those  forgotten  bargainings  ; 
Perfidious  jiledges  unfilled  ? 

O  bosses,  max'or  and  rulers  in  this  town 
How  will  the  future  reckon  with  this  man 
How  answer  his  brute  questions  in  the  hour 
When  whirlwinds  of  election  shake  the  world. 
How  will  it  be  with  Leonard  and  "  de  gang" 
With  them  who  promised  what  he  never  got. 
When  this  dum-ed  terror  shall  reply  to  them 
Putting  his  answer  in  the  ballot  box  ? 
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HONOR  FOR  LAWRENCE,  MASS. 


Last  Monday,  a  jiarty  comprising  Edmund  Bicknell  and 
his  son  Ralph  Bicknell,  Ed.  Barker  and  Willie  Carter, 
made  the  ascent  of  the  first  peak  east  of  Mount  I.owe. 
The  peak  has  had  but  few  visitors,  and  mountain  lions  and 
beasts  are  said  to  haunt  that  vicinity  in  numbers.  How- 
ever, nothini,^  daunted,  the  courai^^e  of  the  aforesaid  pai'ty, 
who  were  armed  with  nothin.t;  but  a  pot  of  black  paint  and  a 
good  lunch,  rose  to  the  occasion, 
and  they  made  the  perilous  ascent 
without  accident  or  profanitw 
The  lunch  being  a  free  lunch,  it 
was  greedily  disposed  of  to  the 
whetted  appetite  of  the  four  hun- 
gry climbers  on  their  arri\al  at 
the  mountain  top,  and  the  meal 
was  only  brought  to  a  clima.v  b\' 
reaching  the  pot  of  black  paint. 
No  one  of  the  party  was  sufficient- 
ly versed  in  the  culinary  art  to 
make  the  black  paint  a  palatable  di.sh,  and  even  the  wild 
animals  did  not  show  themselves  as  long  as  the  said 
paint  was  in  the  paraphernalia  of  the  part)'.  Finall\-,  a 
bright  idea  struck  one  of  the  members,  and,  selecting  a 
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smooth  downy  spot  on  a  flat  rock  in  a  conspicuous  part  of 
the  peak,  he  wrote,  in  a  large,  broad,  and  graceful  hand, 
"  Lawrence  Peak." 

The  name  is  in  hunor  of  the  city  of  his  home,  Lawrence, 
Mass.  Therefore,  be  it  known  by  these  acts  and  presents 
that  the  name  of  the  first  peak  east  of  Mount  Lowe  is  here- 
after and  forever  Lawrence  Peak.  —  [Pasadena  Daily  Eve- 
ning Star.] 


The  J'iMil   irlht   kiiiiirx  lits  /oo/i.i/n/csx   i.s-   irixe 

nl   Icnxl   x(i  Jhi hiil  a  Jim/   wha   Ih'nikx   hinisclj' 

ir/xr,   he  ix  a  fool  indeed . 
If  (I   litii'clcr  docs  lint   meet  with   one   who   is 

liix  l>eltci\   or  liix  e(}u(il, 
let   him  finnly   keep   to   hix  xolitari/  Joiinici/ . 

There  is  no  eompanionship   n-ilh   ii  J'ool . 

—  The   BuddisI    Dhonnnapada. 
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WON  FIRST  PRIZE 


URING  liis  first  winter  in  Colorado  at 
"  The  Home"  in  Denver,  Ralph  took  part 
in  a  Book  Carnival.  He  appeared  as 
"  Uncle  Sam,"  drawing  a  white  elephant.  Since 
Ralph   originated  the  idea,  and  his  mother  made  the 


costume  and  elephant,  it  seems  only  a  fair  deal   that 
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the  honors  should  be  equally  divided  between  them. 
The  cut  appeared  in  "  The  Boston  Record,"  De- 
cember 13,  1898,   with  the  following  comment. 

"  A  friend  of  "  The  Record, "  who  participated  in 
the  recent  Book  Carnival  at  "  The  Home "'  in 
Denver,  sends  us  a  pht)tograph  ot  his  make-up,  as 
shown  above.  He  represented  Bulwer- Lytton's 
"What  Will  He  Do  with  It.?"  by  a  clever  make-up 
as  Uncle  Sam,  thoughtfully  regarding  his  white 
elephant  of  the  Pacific,  the  Filipinos." 


Ill   ilciil/i.    1 1'  llic    (ukIs   rcdllii   r.ri.sl . 
there  ran    lie   no   Irrror.  J'or  llici/   iiiviilve   iimi   in    nn   nil. 
IJ',    on   the  other  hand,   there  are  none, 
irhy  shoiilit   I  cure  to   live  in   a  world 

irilhoni    Goil  ami   intltont    Pronilenee  f 

—  Marciix   Aiireliii.s. 
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MODERN  RESIDENTIAL  CITY 


N  all  his  travels  Ralph  found  no  city  more 
to  his  liking  than  Colorado  Springs.  His 
loyalty  for  old  Massachusetts  never 
waverec ,  and  he  never  failed  to  love  the  city  of  his 
birth,  yet  he  found  in  Colorado  Springs  a  residential 
citv  just  to  his  liking.  He  will  tell  you  why  he 
learned  to  admire  what  he  termed  the  model  resi- 
dential citv  of  the  West. 


C'OI.UUADO    SI'UlNdS 

It  is  said  that  Padcrewski,  (-|ucsti(iiiccl  by  an  enthusias- 
tic Bostonian,  declared  there  was  but  one  orchestra  in  the 
world  the  equal  of  the  Boston  Symphony — Ijut  with  rare 
,i;-ood  judgment  he  neo"lected  to  name  the  other.  There  is 
only  one  other  cit\"  in  the  United  States  that  can  be  classed 
with  Colorado  Springs,  but  to  j^roxide  for  all  ]3ossible  jx'r- 
sonal  prejudices  we  will  not  decide  upon  the  other,  l^'ar  be 
it  from  me  to  alienate  the  loyalty  of  one  good  Lawrencian — 
and  in  all  t'oloratlo  there  is  not  a  filtering"  gallery,  a  Wash- 
ington Mills  "siren,"  nor  a  ten  thousand  dollar  pest  house;  in 
all  Colorado  there  is  not  a  Merrimack,  nor  can  the  grandeur 
of  the  Rockies  wholly  compensate  for  the  cjuiet  beauty  of 
our  New  Englanil  hills.      Moreover,  there  can  be  no  possible 
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reflection  on  Lawrence,  for  Lawrence  we  are  sure  is  not  a 
"little  city,"  however  envious  Lowellites  may  contend 
otherwise. 

In    the   first    place,    Colorado    Springs    is    not    a    typical 
Western  town.      Settled  almost   exclusivel)-  by  Eastern  peo- 


jUIJjET    orj    PlKEb    PEAK 


pie  of  the  best  classes,  they  have  brought  to  it  an  atmos- 
phere of  conservatism  wholly  foreign  to  Western  ideals. 
Lacking  that  originality  and  unquestioning  independence  so 
characteristically  Coloradoan,  the  Springs,  (as  it  is  usually 
called)  is  an  alien  in  its  own  countr)-.      It   is  only  a  straw, 
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though  a  significant  one,  that  whereas  women  horseback 
riders  everywhere  else  in  the  state  ride  "on  both  sides  of  the 
horse,"  in  Colorado  Springs  they  still  stick  to  the  indefensi- 
ble grandmother  style.  Whether  to  its  advantage  or  disad- 
vantage, a  spirit  essentially  Eastern  and  not  Western 
permeates  Colorado  Springs,  and  in  mental  attitude  as  well 
as  in  material  surroundings  you  might  as  well  look  tor  the 
"wild  and  woolly"  in  Cambridge  as  in  the  community  of 
Colorado  Springs. 

The  first  thing  that  impresses  a  newcomer  to  Colorado 
Springs  is  the  streets,  and  if  we  have  an  appreciation  ot  the 
artistic  they  will  likely  remain  a  continual  source  of  admira- 
tion. The  founders  of  the  Springs  were  not  embarrassed  for 
lack  1)1  rdom — with  fifty  miles  of  unoccupied  mesa  on  either 
side — and  wiselv  deciding  not  to  stint  themselves  in  the 
construction  of  the  streets,  the  result  was  every  street  a 
boulevard.  Taking  advantage  further  of  a  gravely  st)il, 
naturally  lending  itself  to  a  hard  surface,  and  Colorado 
Springs  has  made  for  itself  a  system  of  streets  that  it  would 
be  hard  to  better.  Not  a  street  in  the  Springs  is  less  than 
lOO  feet  wide  and  man\'  are  140  (including  sidewalks). 
The  town,  too,  is  laid  out  with  a  geometrical  regularity 
that  is  refreshing  after  the  cowpath  method  of — Boston  for 
instance.  Each  block  is  exactly  a  tenth  of  a  mile  and  there 
are  a  hundred  numbers  in  each  block.  Pikes  Peak  avenue 
divides  the  city  into  north  and  south;  Cascade  avenue  into 
east  and  west ;  so  that  if  you  know  the  name  of  the  street 
and  the  number  you  can  locate  within  fifty  feet  any  house  in 
town. 

Modern   streets  must  be  cared  for  in  a  modern   manner 
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and  Colorado  Spring's  does  its  sprinkling"  with  an  electric  car 
which,  holding  about  17  tons  of  water,  and  with  its  long 
sprinkling  arm  spread  out  twenty  feet  or  so,  goes  rushing 
through  the  street  frantically  ringing  its  bell  to  clear  the 
way.  The  arm  can  be  swung  in  if  a  team  interferes,  but 
bicyclists  and  pedestrians  are  supposed  to  look  out  for  them- 
selves. Not  infrequently  some  one  unmindful  of  the  warning 
bell  gets  a  gratuitous  shower  bath — and  onl(.)okers  are 
unkind  enough  to  laugh. 

Supplementing  its  superior  streets,  the  Springs  has  an 
excellent  system  of  alleys,  in  which  the  sewer  and  water 
mains  are  laid  and  to  which  the  unsightly  telegraph  poles 
are  relegated.  The  streets  are  named  for  Colorado  rivers 
and  mountains ;  they  may  not  be  as  easy  for  the  Yankee 
tongue,  perhaps,  as  time-worn  High  street,  Main  street  and 
First  street,  but  the\-  are  at  least  commendably  original  and 
with  a  little  knowledge  of  Spanish  (more  than  half  the  geo- 
graphical names  in  the  far  West  are  an  inheritance  from  its 
old  Spanish  concjuerors)  decidedly  more  euphonious.  Never- 
theless they  are  the  despair  and  disgust  of  the  puzzled 
tourist  who,  impatient  of  anx'thing  he  does  not  understand, 
is  too  often  prone  to  condemn  whatever  savors  of  inno\'ation 
from  his  home  standards.  Whoever  heard,  he  says,  of  a 
Tejon  street,  Conejos,  Bijou,  Uintah,  Caramillo,  Huerfano, 
Costillo,  Cucharas,  Cache  la  Poudre — and  admittedly  they 
are  on  the  jaw-cracking  order.  But  if  only  the  great 
American  traveler  could  cultivate  a  little  more  tolerance — 
a  little  more  broad-mindedness. 

In  respect  of  beauty,  the  Springs  is  singularly  divided. 
There  is  no  ilistinctively  poor   section  but  all  the  expensive 
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residences  are  nnrtli  of  Pikes  Peak  avenue — nortli  and  south 
Colorado  Springs  are  like  two  different  towns.  Pikes  Peak 
and  Tejon  are  the  business  streets,  and  on  Tejon,  Nevada 
and  Cascade  are  the  finest  resiliences,  Nevada  and  Cascade 
are  prettily  parked  (that  is  with  a  strip  of  lawn  in  the 
center)  and  the  most  costly  himies — and  Colorado  Springs  is 
a  city  (jf  homes — are  on  Cascade.  It  has  been  claimed  that 
there  are  thirt\-  millidnaires  on  Cascade  avenue.  This  is  of 
course  a  Colorado  st()r\.  hut  the  palatial  homes  might  well 
lead  one  tn  think  it  true. 


THE   FESTIVAL  OF    FLOWERS  —  COLORADO   SPRINGS 
Arch   of  welcome  to  the   Colorado  volunteers   fronn   the    Philippines 

All  the  streets  of  Culnradd  Si)rings  are  shielded  b\'  Cot- 
tonwood trees  which,  growing  very  rapidly,  have  attained  to 
large  size,  tho'  Colorado  Springs  was  an  open  mesa  thirty 
years  ago.  In  summer  the  H\ing  (.utton  is  a  feature  of  the 
town.  It  fills  the  aii'  like  very  snowtlakes  in  Jul\-  and  accu- 
'53 


mulates  in  drifts  in  the  gutters  ;  is  the  ban  of  housekeepers 
in  stickinj^"  on  the  screens  and  everything  else ;  has  a  sport- 
ive way  of  blowing  into  eyes  and  noses,  and  sticking  tena- 
ciously on  everybody's  clothes  and  is,  together  with  the  dust, 
a  fruitful  source  of  profane  language  in  the  summer  season. 

Since  the  opening  of  the  Cripple  Creek  gold  district  in 
1 89 1  Colorado  Springs  has  risen  to  considerable  business 
importance.  For  a  town  of  its  size  its  business  section  is  a 
model  t)ne,  and  is  a  delight  to  the  eye  from  the  neatness  and 
gtxid  taste  everywhere  prevailing.  As  the  business  heart  of 
the  Cripple  Creek  country,  more  mining  stock  is  bought  and 
sold  (}n  the  Springs  exchange  than  in  anv  nther  city  of  the 
United  States.  The  sales  for  one  single  month  of  this 
spring  were  over  seventeen  million  shares  of  a  cash  value  of 
$2,708,407.  Cripple  Creek  is  the  richest  gold  field  in  the 
domain  of  Ihicle  Sam  ;  the  enthusiasm  is  ctmtagious,  so  that 
if  a  fellow  comes  to  the  Springs  and  gets  well  of  one  thing  a 
violent  attack  of  gold  fever  is  likely  to  take  its  place. 

Colorado  Springs  has  an  extensive  system  of  irrigation 
which  keeps  the  lawns  and  shade  trees  always  green  in 
summer.  The  water  flows  through  the  streets  in  sluiceways 
which  take  the  place  of  gutters.  Such  abundant  irrigation 
is  urged  against  the  Springs  as  a  health  resort,  but  its 
imiiortance  is  overestimated.  The  soil  is  so  sandy  and 
absorbent  that  after  a  hard  rain  the  streets  are  dry  with  a 
few  hours  sun,  and  what  watering  is  done  on  the  lawns 
affects    the    atmosphere    inconsiderably. 

Conducing  perhaps  more  than  anything  else  to  the  refine- 
ment and  high  moral  tone  of  Colorado  Springs  is  its  per- 
petual prohibition.     A  clause  inserted  by  the  founders  of  the 
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town  in  the  deed  of  every  lot  provided  that  the  sale  of  intoxi- 
cating liquors  on  the  premises  should  forfeit  the  lot.  After 
one  notable  lawsuit  the  legality  of  the  provision  was  sus- 
tained. Lic|uor  for  medicinal  use  is  of  course  dispensed  by 
the  druggists,  but  there  is  not  a  saloon  in  town  and  "speak 
easies"  are  too  dangerous  to  be  profitable. 

That  Colorado  Springs  is  a  very  wealthy  town  is  e\i- 
denced  by  the  scores  of  fine  turnouts,  stricth'  up-to-date  anil 
nearly  all  pneumatic  or  rubber  tired.  But  it  is  in  bicycles 
that  Colorado  Springs  is  surpassing  —  incomparable.  Here 
King  Richard  would  have  amended  his  famous  exclamation 
to  "My  kingdom  for  a  bic)cle,"  though  he  wouldn't  have  had 
to  give  that  much  for  it.  Nobody  is  too  poor,  too  old,  or  too 
crippled  to  own  a  wheel.  The  popularity  of  the  bicycle  is 
astonishing,  though  it  is  easil)'  explained  by  the  excellent 
and  level  roads.  Lots  of  women  who  would  tip  the  scales  at 
at  least  200  use  the  silent  steed,  and  look  like  loads  of  hay 
toiling  up  the  street.  The  pathos  of  a  fat  woman  on  a 
bicycle  trying  to  make  headway  against  a  Colorado  wind  ! 
One  old  lady  over  seventy  years  old  rides  a  bicycle ;  a 
wooden  legged  man  seems  to  get  along  tolerably  well  ;  and 
several  with  only  one  leg,  notably  one  very  black  colored 
man,  go  spinning  about  town  with  their  crutches  strapped  to 
their  wheels.  How  the)'  get  on  and  off  is  a  question.  The 
Springs  must  be  a  godly  town,  for  the  bicycles  are  all  left 
out  o\er  night,  half  a  tlozen  to  a  house,  on  lawns  and 
porches  and  leaning  against  fences,  with  the  utmost  disre- 
gard of  possible  thieves.  It  is  astonishing  how  the  bicy- 
clists pedal  about  with  no  reference  to  handle  bars,  how 
sitting  back  with  the  greatest   unconcern,  they  turn  corners 


and    perform    all    sorts    of    angles    without  apparently  ever 

considering  the  necessity  of  a  steering  apparatus.      But  this 

is  largely  due  to  smooth  streets,  where  are  no  stones  or  ruts 
or  "thank-you-marms"  to  disturb  their  equilibrium. 


A  COLORADO   VOTING    PRECINCT 
Where   Sonny   cast    his  first   vote       Woman's   suffrage   incidentally   illustrated 

Colorado  Springs  is  essentially  a  health  resort,  and  there 
are  so  man\'  doctors  that  you  would  think  the\'  would 
outnumber  the  patients.  Those  with  big  practices  get  rich, 
li\e  in  the  best  houses  in  ti)wn,  and  share  with  the  druggists 
the  perfectly  legitimate  occupatidu  of  bleeding  the  unhappy 
c(.)nsumptive  for  all  he  is  worth.  While  there  is  hardly  a 
resident  family  in  town  but  has  a  "lunger"  past  or  active  in 
it,  the  sick  looking  ]ieiiple  that  )ou  see  on  the  streets  are 
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remarkably  few.  Tliis  is  because  invalids  ininiecliately 
iniproxe,  at  least  in  a|)]iearanie,  on  first  coming",  antl  in  fact 
some  of  the  healthiest  lookinij  s|iecimens  \du  coiikl  wish  to 
see  proudly  lay  claim  to  having  once  been  sick.  People  are 
not  ashamed  to  admit  of  punctured  lungs  in  Colorado,  it  is 
rather  a  mark  of  honor.  A  visitor  walking  about  town  is 
struck  b\-  the  frequency  of  the  signs  "Furnished  Rooms" 
varied  by  "I^ooms  with  Board"  and  "Rooms  for  Light 
Housekeeping."  Some  of  the  best  looking  places  aie  board- 
ing houses,  and  well  to  do  families  do  not  st'orn  to  make  a 
few  dollars  by  letting  a  room  or  two. 

Besides  the  churches,  which  are  legion,  the  Springs  has 
no  fine  buildings  except  an  excellent  high  school,  Colorado 
College,  the  most  pretentious  seat  of  learning  between 
Kansas  and  California,  and  the  National  Printers'  Home. 
I  wish  every  "typo"  in  Lawrence  could  visit  the  Printers' 
Home;  he  might  then  be  better  reconciled  to  supporting  it. 
Situated  a  mile  out  (.)f  the  cit\'  on  the  summit  of  Knob  Hill, 
it  commands  a  breadth  of  mountain  panorama  that  is  not 
equaled  in  the  United  States.  P'rom  the  Spanish  Peaks, 
dimly  outlined  on  the  far  southern  border  of  the  state, 
almost  to  Denver  on  the  north  where  the  mountains  dwindle 
to  comparative  foot  hills,  the  whole  Rampart  Range  of  the 
Rockies  is  spread  out  to  the  daily  gaze  of  the  [printers  of 
Knob  Hill.  Just  to  watch  the  varying  moods  of  the  grand 
old  Peak,  its  sunrise  tints,  its  noonday  shadows,  its  sunset 
glories,  should  bring  oblivion  of  all  the  thousand  past 
vexations  —  pied  forms  and  illegible  copy,  hard  rollers  and 
slipping  guage  pins  —  that  the  printer  was  heir  to.  The 
scenic  attractions,  accessible  from  Colorado  Springs,  are 
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many  and  of  national  reputation.  North  and  South  Cheyenne 
Canons,  Manitou  and  the  Garden  of  the  Gods,  WiUiams 
Canon  and  the  Ute  Pass  resorts,  the  Cripple  Creek  stage 
road  over  Cheyenne  Mountain,  Pikes  Peak,  and  its  wonder- 
ful railway  —  all  these,  with  a  climate  unsurpassed  in 
America,  have  made  Colorado  Springs  one  of  the  famous 
summer  resorts  of  the  United  States. 

It  is  hard  to  realize  as  you  saunter  about  the  broad,  pleas- 
ant streets  of  Colorado  Sjirings,  enjoying  the  sun,  the  air 
and  the  matchless  blue  of  a  Colorado  sky,  watching  the 
electric  cars  and  the  busy  wagons  and  the  hurrying  pedes- 
trians transacting  the  business  of  a  city  of  25,000  people, 
that  all  this  is  taking  place  6000  feet  above  the  sea,  a  mile 
higher  than  Essex  street,  on  a  level  with  the  summit  of 
Mount  Washington.  This  altitude  is  a  convenient  scape- 
goat for  every  ill  of  the  flesh,  from  insomnia  to  a  broken 
leg.  If  a  doctor  is  at  a  loss  to  account  for  some  m\sterious 
sym])tnm,  he  blames  it  nn  the  altitude;  the  altitude,  the 
native  intimates,  is  responsible  for  many  fearful  and 
phenomenal  things,  and  you  finally  come  to  believe  that  the 
altitude  is  the  root  of  all  e\'il  not  otherwise  classified.  The 
truth  is  that  unless  \"our  heart  is  weak  or  your  lungs  badly 
affected,  you  will  probably  not  notice  the  thin  atmosphere 
at  all,  except  to  observe  an  increased  sense  of  lightness  and 
vitality  and  a  renewed  willingness  to  make  a  Cronje  stand 
against  all  comers  in  this  wonderful  battle  of  life.  Your 
pulse  doubtless  has  gone  up  some.  This  is  why  such  a 
small  force  of  policemen  suffices  for  the  Springs,  their  heart 
doing  se\'eral  extra  beats.  But  this  much  may  be  said 
for   the   danger  of    a   high  altitude  ;   its   effect  on   the  most 
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careful  cash  accnunt  is  immediate  and  alarming,  and  cun- 
sumpticin  of  the  pocketbook  is  a  widespread  malady,  which 
has  not  yet  been  successfully  quarantined.  Let  one  of  these 
deadly  bacilli  get  working  on  a  five  dollar  bill,  especially  in 
the  vicinity  of  a  drug  store  or  doctor's  office,  and  that 
jiarticular  "William"  speedily  sees  its  finish.  Indeed,  I 
have  observed  that  in  natural  ratio  as  you  get  nearer  heaven 
the  higher  things  are.  You  can  get  a  cup  of  coffee  for  five 
cents    in    Kansas ;    it    costs    ten    in    Colorado    Springs ;    in 


MR.  F    ;.    H(  >i.  1   ■,   RE'-..i('tr.'i  i 

Ralph's   last    ht">me    in   Colorado    Springs 

Manitou  it  has  risen  to  fifteen;  on  top  of  Pikes   Peak  the)' 
charge    twenty-five  —  and    it    is    discouraging  to  figure  out 
what  you'd  have  to  pay   for  a   little  refreshment    of    Saint 
Peter. 
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To  prospective  health  seekers  let  me  say  this :  Try  Colo- 
rado Springs  first  and  Denver  afterward.  Denver  is  a  fine 
city  and  an  interesting  place  to  visit,  but  it  is  a  long  ways 
from  an  ideal  health  resort.  Any  large  city  is,  for  a  great 
center  of  population  is  incompatible  with  the  best  interests 
of  the  "cure  chaser."  The  Springs  is  ten  degrees  drier 
than  Den\'er,  due  to  a  sandy  soil  in  the  Springs,  as  against 
a  nasty,  muddy  .soil  in  Denver.  There  is  no  manufacturing 
in  the  Springs  and  hence  none  of  the  ill-smelling  smoke 
that  the  smelters  belch  out  over  Denver  every  day.  There 
are  in  the  Springs  all  conveniences  and  amusements,  except 
the  ten-cent  variety  theatres,  gambling  joints,  and  prize 
fights  which  Denver  monopolizes.  In  Colorado,  the  oldest 
exponent  of  woman's  suffrage  in  the  Union.  \n-i/.c  fighting  is 
a  legal  sport.  A  woman  can  use  the  sidewalks  of  Colorado 
Springs  without  polluting  her  skirts  with  the  filth  of 
tobacco  chewers  and  worse,  and  there  is  in  the  little  city  at 
the  foot  of  Pikes  Peak  a  moral  as  well  as  material  clean- 
liness which  is  unknown  in  its  larger  rival.  Not  much  will 
be  lost  if  you  change  your  mind — try  Colorado  Springs  first. 
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HIS  LOYALTY 


NE  of  Ralph's  most  acliiiirablc  traits  of 
character  was  loyalty.  His  loyalty  to  his 
ct)untry,  his  state,  and  the  city  of  his  birth 
was  intensely  enthusiastic.  His  love  for  honest, 
manly  sport  was  the  same. 

Our  national  game  was  his  favorite.  He  studied 
the  game  from  earlv  boyhood.  He  knew  it  in  all 
its  fine  details  from  A  to  Z.  He  knew  all  the 
"crack"  players,  and  was  thorough!)-  familiar  with 
their  specialty. 

His  loyalty  to  Massachusetts  and  home  talent, 
and  the  high  standing  of  the  team  when  he  was 
forced  to  locate  in  the  West,  made  his  enthusiasm 
for  the  success  of  "  The  Bostons "'  unbounded. 
Lovers  of  baseball  will  remember  the  year  when 
the  position  of  "The  Bostons"  took  such  a  tumble. 
With  his  extreme  loyalty  for  the  team,  the  headlong- 
tumble  they  took  brought  to  Ralph  such  sachiess 
and  disgust  as  terminated  in  poetical  inspiratioi-i, 
the  result  of  which  is  seen  in  the  little  j^oem  wj-iich 
follows. 
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A    WESTERN    LAMENT 

O,  the  days  awav  from  home  are  often  lone  and  drear 

At  the  best, 
And  there's  not  such  joy  in  travel  as  might  at  first  appear 

In  the  West, 
But  I  managed  to  bear  bravely  the  petty  sorrows  all  — 
The    hopeless    railroad    sandwich,    the    neglected    breakfast 
call  — 

Till  the  sporting  page  betokened 
That  the  baseball  games  had  opened. 
List. 

\Vrt)ng  end  of  the 
Bostons  at  the 
With  the 

In  the  pedigree  of  Boston  I  have  never  been  ashamed. 

In  the  nest 
Of  bold,  bad  Western  cowboys  and  their  like  have   I   pro- 
claimed 

That  it  was  best. 
But    my    pride    has   now  departed,  and  my  tone  is  always 

humble 
As  I  ponder  on  the  things  we  used  to  do  and  on  our  tumble 
To  inglorious  defender 
Of  position  of  tailender. 
List. 

Wrong  end  of  the 
At  the 

The  Bostons 
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That  the  dust  upon  my  cheek  is  sometimes  furrowed  with  a 
tear 

Is  confessed, 
As  the  story  of  defeat  becomes  a  repetition  mere 

As  I  had  guessed. 
And    since    Jnnah  and   the   Boston  team  have  qualified  for 

mates, 
My  heart  has  proved  its  title  to  the  class  of  heavyweights. 
And  I  dread  to  see  the  paper 
With  the  latest  baseball  caper. 
List. 

Wrong"  end  of  the 
Bostons  at  the 
Of  the 

(Written  for  the   Boston  Journal  at   Colorado  Springs,  Col.,   May  i^.) 
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MEXICAN  NATIONAL  PASTIME 


F  it  be  true  that  because  of  its  popularity 
baseball  has  become  the  national  game  of 
these  United  States,  for  the  same  reason 
it  may  be  said  that  the  extreme  limit  of  hilarious 
enjoyment  for  the  average  Mexican  is  found  in  the 
bull  fight.  Perhaps  in  no  better  wav  can  the  real 
intellectual,  moral,  and  sympathetic  refinement  of 
the  American  and  the  Mexican  be  compared  than 
by  the  harmless  game  of  baseball  and  the  blood- 
curdling bull  fight. 

To  Ralph,  the  bull  fight  was  the  lowest  of  the  low 
down  sports.  Yet,  while  in  Mexico,  he  must,  to  a 
certain  extent,  do  as  the  Mexicans  do,  so  he  went  to 
see  the  fight.  How  he  was  impressed  by  the  per- 
formance can  be  seen  by  reading  the  article  which 
follows. 

WHAT  MEXICO  CALLS  SPORT.     ' 

"  Well,  did  you  see  a  bull  fight  ?  "  is  the  query  that  greets 
every  returned  sojourner  in  Mexico.  Of  course  he  saw  one, 
else  his  credentials  to  a  knowledge  of  Mexico  are  not  genuine. 
The  first  may  haye  been  his  last,  and  his  opinions  of  the 
country  may  not  have  been  improved  by  the  exhibition,  yet 
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the  bull  fight  must  be  rcckt)ned  with  in  Mexico.  It  is  as 
inevitable  as  the  melodious  "  Si,  senor  "  (yes,  sir),  and  the  big 
sombrero. 

Your  average  American  prepares  himself  for  his  first  bull 
fight  as  for  a  dreaded  ordeal.  He  goes  forth  with  determina- 
tion fi.xed  and  courage  tightly  screwed.  He  does  his  best  to 
appear  unconcerned  as  he  buys  his  ticket  and  finds  himself 
at  last  in  the  place  where  the  bloody  deed  is  done.  But  he 
miserabl)'  fails  and  —  well,  if  his  sensibilities  will  stand  it,  he 
stays  it  out. 

The  average  Mexican  bull  ring  is  a  hundred  feet  or  more 
wide,  with  a  structure  like  an  amphitheatre,  seats  ranged  in 
tiers,  inclosing  it.  The  amphitheatre  is  divided  into  two  sec- 
tions—  the  "sun  seats,"  where  the  peon  sits  and  shouts  and 
swelters  in  the  heat,  and  the  "  shade  seats  "  none  cheaper 
than  a  dollar  and  some  as  high  as  three. 

The  solid  adobe  wall  at  the  top  of  which  is  the  first  row  of 
seats  forms  the  boundary  proper  to  the  ring,  but  set  some  six 
feet  aw^ay  from  this  into  the  arena,  is  a  stout  board  fence 
as  a  city  of  refuge  fmm  infuriated  "torn,"  (Spanish  for  bull). 
There  are  openings  here  and  there  —  too  small  for  toro, 
though  large  enough  to  admit  a  man  —  but  oftentimes  the 
hard  pressed  fighter  finds  it  expedient  to  vault  with  short 
delay.  Occasionally  the  bull,  in  raging  jnusuit,  will  clear 
the  fence  at  a  bound  and  run  amuntl  inside,  to  the  excite- 
ment of  the  crowd,  but  this  is  not  often. 

It  is  a  picturesque  assortment  of  humanity  that  shouts  and 
stamps  and  cat-call  sat  the  delav  in  the  proceedings.  Mnallv 
a  bugle  sounds,  the  band  strikes  up  a  characteristic  air,  and 
amid  wild  expressions  of  approval  from  the  expectant  throng 
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the  squad  of  "  toros  "  marches  into  the  ring.  They  are  no 
sooner  ranged  than  the  door  of  the  bull  pen  swings  open, 
toro  rushes  defiantl)-  into  the  glare  of  the  arena,  and  the 
"  sport  "  is  on.  By  this  time  there  is  a  perceptible  accelera- 
tion of  heart  moxemeiit  in  our  average  American. 

It  is  necessar\-  that  the  bull  be  ugly,  and  for  days  he  has 
been  starved  and  otherwise  systematically  angered.  Hut  not 
infrequently  after  he  reaches  the  ring  he  is  unresponsive  to 
every  effort  t(.i  e.xcite  his  ire,  in  which  case  he  is  sent  back  in 
disgrace  to  the  corral  and  another  victim  is  called  to  take  his 
place.  In  this  passive  n(.in-resistance  lies  toro's  only  sah'a- 
tion ;  it  is,  perhaps,  the  only  case  where  cowardice  is  trans- 
formed and  becomes  a  virtue. 

The  picadores  (mounted  fighters)  mo\'e  to  the  attack.  The 
slaughter  of  the  horses  is  an  essential  feature.  As  they  are 
always  either  killed  or  badly  wounded  good  stock  can  hardly 
be  afforded,  and  the  ones  ridden  are  pretty  bony  specimens. 
They  come  into  the  ring  blinilfolded,  not  knowing  their 
danger,  and  as  a  horse  is  too  wise  willingly  to  attack  a  bull, 
several  men  do  nothing  else  than  to  goad  the  poor  animals 
on  t(.)  their  destruction. 

Waiting  his  chance  the  picador  thrusts  his  long  spear  into 
the  bull,  and,  stung  to  fury,  toro  turns  upon  the  horse  and 
rider.  The  picador's  legs  are  safely  protected,  and  the  horns 
of  the  bull  sink  cruelly  into  the  flesh  of  the  blindfolded 
horse.  The  horse  is  always  terribly  g(.)red  —  sometimes  re- 
voltingly  disemboweled  and  his  intestines  strewn  into  the 
ring  —  and  the  crowd  feasts  its  eyes  and  cheers! 

After  the  picadores  retire,  the  capeadors  take  turns  in 
taunting  the  bull  by  flapping  their  red  cloaks  before  him. 
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Discomforted  toro  charges  with  the  utmost  confidence,  but 
he  is  baffled  by  the  cape  before  his  eyes  so  that  he  seldom 
overcomes  the  agihty  of  his  tormentors. 

Now  the  bantHller(.)s  are  ludged.  It  is  a  scientific  trick 
successfull\-  to  ])lace  these  barbed  sticks  in  toro's  hide  and 
escape  his  horns.  Here  is  a  good  pkice  to  ha\e  it  under- 
stood that  years  and  years  of  practice  are  required  to  make  a 
bull  fighter.  However,  the  great  secret  is  that  a  bull  always 
closes  his  eyes  when  he  charges.  The  most  skillful  bull 
fighter  in  Mexico  refused,  though  offered  a  large  purse,  to 
fight  a  cow. 

When  toro  has  been  abused  until  he  shows  signs  of  tiring 
out,  the  matador,  always  the  star  of  the  occasion,  announces 
to  the  attentive  crowd  that  he  will  now  kill  the  bull.  He 
goes  alone  to  the  encounter  and  it  is  not  long  before  his  two- 
edged  sword  has  penetrated  to  that  vital  jjart  of  the  bull's 
neck  where  spine  meets  skull.  An  expert  matador  will 
sometimes  kill  his  bull  at  a  single  thrust,  but  oftener  from 
repeated  stabs  toro  grows  weaker  antl  less  antagonistic  as 
streams  of  blood  flow  from  his  wounds  and  from  his  mouth, 
until  at  last  he  sinks  to  his  knees  and  one  of  the  fighters 
with  a  carefully  directed  dagger  ends  that  number  of  the 
program.  Then  the  bugle  sounds  again  and  a  gaily  decorated 
team  of  mules,  jingling  with  bells,  trots  into  the  arena  and 
drags  dead  t(.iro  out  —  to  be  afterwards  sold  to  the  jjeniten- 
tiary. 

The    crowd    is    at   all   times    demonstrative.     With    their 

shouted  and  gesticulated  advice  to  the  toreros,  mingling  with 

the  inciting  strains  of  the  band,  the  scene  throughout  a  bull 

fight   is   sufficiently   animated.      When    a   matador    makes  a 
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specially  scientific  thrvist,  when  a  bandillero  is  placed  effect- 
uallv,  when  a  capeador  makes  an  unusually  dexterous  dodge, 
then  the  Mexicans  wave  their  arms  and  vent  their  feelings 
much  after  the  manner  of  an  American  base  ball  crowd  when 
the  home  team  makes  a  three-bagger.  At  uncommonh' 
exciting  stages,  hats  come  sailing  into  the  ring  —  good  tiles 
and  sombreros,  some  of  them  —  at  the  imminent  risk  of 
being  trampled.  And  if  the  matador,  in  a  burst  of  con- 
descension, ]nits  one  on  tor  a  moment  —  what  unl^ounded 
joy  and  honor  to  the  owner  thereof !  The  demonstration, 
however,  is  not  always  favorable.  An  unhappv  jjicador,  in- 
gloriously  unhorsed,  is  pelted  in  perfect  shower  with  a  variety 
(.)f  fruit  —  eggs  being  too  expensive  —  that  probablv  makes 
him  feel  not  unlike  a  Yankee  hero  who  drops  a  fl\-  with  the 
bases  full. 

There  is  always  considerable  rivalry  among  the  spectators 
to  secure  the  bandilleros  that  have  been  in  the  bull.  You 
can  buy  plenty  unused,  but  for  those  stained  with  blood, 
enthusiastic  tourists  sometimes  go  deep  into  their  p(.)ckets. 
The  bandilleros  are  covered  with  gore  antl  nearly  all  the 
tinsel  paper  with  which  they  were  originallv  decorated  has 
been  torn  off  in  toro's  efforts  to  dislodge  them.  Thev  more 
resemble  relics  of  barbarian  warfare  than  elegant  souvenirs 
of  an  afternoon's  diversion. 

It  is  interesting  after  the  last  bull  has  made  his  final  exit 
(five  bulls  are  killed  in  an  ordinar)-  fight)  to  watch  the  pic- 
turesque dispersing  of  the  crowd.  True  connoisseurs  of  the 
gentle  art,  each  is  airing  his  individual  views  as  they  congest 
the  gateway  and,  breaking  through,  saunter  h()meward  down 
the    narrow    Mexican    street       Then,   in    Mondax    morning's 
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paper  — for  the  bull  fitjhts  are  all  on  Sundays  or  holidays  — 
is  a  full  account,  bristling  with  Spanish  technicalities,  criticis- 
infi  the  pert\irmance. 

An  American  usually  thinks  a  bull  W'^hl  an  unalloyed 
brutality  —  and  it  is.  It  ixuulers  to  a  lust  ol  blodd  ;  bldod  is 
what  the  Mexican  pays  to  see,  and  the  more  he  sees  of  it  the 
greater  is  hi.s  satisfaction.  t.)f  course  it  is  indisputable  that 
there  is  science  in  the  art  of  the  bull  fighter  and  that  science 
undoubtedly  gives  delight  to  the  Mexican  crowd,  but  in  the 
whole  exhibition  there  is  not  an  element  of  true  sport.  The 
ty])ical  American  is  a  lover  of  fair  play  —  of  an  ecjual  chance; 
it  is  not  so  much  the  disemboweled  horses  that  disgust  him 
at  a  bull  fight ;  it  is  not  even  the  consummate  cruelty  ;  but  it 
is  the  absolute  certainty  of  the  outcome.  Toro  may  create 
a  temporary  consternation  by  a  well  directetl  charge;  he  may 
vent  the  full  measure  of  his  wrath  on  an  unoffending  horse; 
sometimes  he  mav  kill  a  man  —  and  an  American  involun- 
tarily wishes  it  would  happen  oftener  —  but  tor  pcny  toro, 
though  bo\ine  courage  and  jierseverance  be  exhausted  in  the 
effort,  is  no  hope  of  victory. 

There  is  something  pathetic,  appealing,  in  the  bull's  dead 
body,  with  glazed  eyes  and  still  quivering  limbs,  dragged 
thoughtlessl)'  from  the  ling.  It  is  so  palpably  a  lesson  in 
the  triumph  of  might.  But  the  sombreroed  crowd  does  not 
trouble  itself  with  dampening  reflections;  it  only  laughs  — 
or  groans,  perhaps,  if  toro  has  not  bled  sufficiently  —  and 
calls  for  another  bull. 

Notwithstanding  that  a  people's  amusements  are  a  valuable 
aid  in  knowing  the  people  themselves,  it  is  idle  to  premise 
that  one  amusement  is  alone  indicative  —  to  suppose  that  the 
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Mexican  is  always  what  he  is  on  Sunday  afternoons.  In 
spite  of  legislation  and  the  influence  of  the  best  people  of 
the  Repubhc,  the  Plaza  de  Toros  remains  one  of  the  most 
deeply  rooted  passions  of  the  Mexican  people.  Mexico  is 
not  Mexico  without  it. 


The  liaml.s  lliiit  kt'i'j)   ari'   liiilcr  far 

7'litiii   lips  l/iiil  jiiiti/. 
Imvc  is  the  ever-gleaminti  slur 

Thai   leads  the   irtii/. 
Tlial   shines   mil   iiii    rufiiie    leorlds  of  liliss, 

liiil   (III   a  ptirailise   in    this. 
Iiiiiersdll's    '    DeeUiriiliiiii    i)J'  I  he    Tree  ". 
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TIDD  WAS  SUPERSTITIOUS 


()  one  who  enjoys  promptness  of  action  and 
e\ery  clay  sociability,  there  is  something 
in  nature  and  human  nature  in  California 
that  creates  enthusiasm.  The  moment  the  rains 
betiin  to  fall  in  late  autumn  evervthins  in  nature 
jumps  with  joy.  The  long  sleep  of  seed,  from 
countless  varieties  of  natural  flowers,  which  dropped 
during  the  summer,  spring  into  life  so  quickly  and 
change  the  landscape  so  suddenly  from  a  dusty 
brown  into  so  many  beautiful  green  shades  and 
tints,  that  the  transformation  scene  is  charmintr. 
Not  unlike  cascarets.  Nature  works  wonders  while 
you  sleep. 

It  is  this  ever-existing  wonder  and  charm  in  this 
"  Land  of  Sunshine  and  Flowers"  that  finds  within 
its  borders  so  much  interest  for  eastern  people  to 
write  about. 

Ralph's  "  Interrupted  Wheeling"  took  its  course 
along  that  portion  of  the  route  of  our  fifty  days' 
camping  trip  to  the  Yosemite,  which  brought  to  him 
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the  greatest  charm  in  nature  and  in  history.  Thus 
it  is  that  the  descriptive  and  historical  parts  of  the 
story  are  founded  on  fact. 

This  article  appeared  in  the  March  number,  1900, 
of  "  The  Land  of  Sunshine." 

AN  INTERRUPTED  WHEELING 

I  may  as  well  say  at  the  start  that  my  chum,  Jackson 
Tidd,  is  superstitious.  Generally,  he  is  rational  enough ;  he 
handles  Greek  with  an  ease  that  is  exasperating ;  he  handles 
the  pigskin  well,  too.  But  I  have  known  him  to  be  blue  for 
days  because  a  dream  went  wrong ;  to  give  up  a  vachting 
cruise  because  it  fell  on  the  thirteenth.  Banter  at  home 
and  ridicule  at  college  have  failed  to  shake  his  credence  in 
the  preternatural. 

His  room-mate  at  college,  I  was  spending  the  last  month 
of  vacation  at  Tidd's  home  in  Santa  Barbara,  Cal.  Two 
weeks  were  already  gone  when  he  proposed  a  bicycle  trip  to 
San  Diego.  The  greenest  of  tenderfeet,  I  was  nothing  loth 
to  learn  something  of  the  "  land  of  sunshine."  The  very 
next  morning,  happening  not  to  fall  on  I^'riday,  found  us, 
with  cyclometers  freshly  set,  skimming  southward  along 
Pacific  Boulevard.  Tidd  had  even  gone  so  far,  I  afterward 
discovered,  as  surreptitiously  to  slip  a  dozen  plates,  tenderly 
wrapped  in  cotton  batting,  into  my  traveling  case ;  an  inde- 
fensible deception,  as  I  afterward  earnestly  represented  to 
him,  but  then,  photography  is  Tidd's  other  fetish. 

It  was  yet  early  morning  when  we  reached  Carpenteria,  a 
little  town  famed  as  possessing  the  largest  grape  \ine  in  the 
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world,  owned  by  "Jake"  Wilson,  a  genial  old  bachelor 
whose  chief  care  in  life  seems  the  well  beinj;-  and  reputation 
of  his  j^iant  vine.  A  framework  over  one-fourth  of  an  acre 
in  size  is  required  for  its  spreading  branches,  and  my  pocket 
tape  measured  the  circumference  of  its  trunk  as  seven  feet 
ten  inches.  From  eight  to  ten  tons  of  grapes  are  its  annual 
contribution  to  its  owner.  I  was  impressed  by  the  possi- 
bilities of  appendicitis,  but  on  inquiry  we  learned  that  Jake 
didn't  know  what  an  appendix  was.  Under  the  shade  of  the 
old  vine,  in  the  primitive  days  of  '50,  was  held  the  first 
election  in  Santa  Barbara  county. 

Leaving  Jake  and  his  wonder  we  struck  an  up-grade  that 
took  us  into  the  charming  Casitas  mountains.  There  was 
walking,  to  be  sure,  and  the  sun  was  eager,  but  the  views 
were  surpassingly  lovely.  Set  in  frames  of  varying  green. 
Nature  had  painted  a  paradise  of  flowers  by  the  roadside. 
Picturesque  canyons,  too,  —  sun-kissed  glens,  brooks  that 
defy  the  traveler  to  pass  without  a  drink. 

There  were  many  little  ranches  at  inter\'als,  where  farm- 
ing, however,  is  done  on  such  a  bias  that  the  usual  agricul- 
tural wagon  is  abandoned,  and  a  wooden  sled,  not  being 
likely  to  topple  over,  is  used  instead.  Stopping  at  Ventura 
long  enough  to  admire  two  acres  of  calla  lillies  (raised  for 
seed),  Tidd  and  I  continued  to  Satico\-,  in  the  center  cif  the 
great  bean-producing  Santa  Clara  valley.  We  inspected  a 
bean  warehouse  400  feet  long,  with  a  holding  capacity  of 
120,000  sacks  of  the  Boston  delicacy.  A  New  Englander, 
I  found  it  necessary  to  repress  my  feelings. 

Another  good  day's  jog  brought  us  to  Camulos,   the  chief 
scene  of  Helen   Hunt  Jackson's  powerful  novel  "Ramona." 
'75 


As  a  special  privilege  we  were  allowed  to  pass  the  night 
there ;  and  next  day  were  conducted  over  the  place,  which 
is  the  same  now  as  when  "  H.  H.  "  transferred  its  beauty  to 
the  pages  of  her  California  classic.  The  house  is  a  typical 
mansion  of  the  old  Spanish  regime  —  a  one-story,  white- 
washed adobe,  built  round  a  court  on  three  sides.  The 
white  walls  and  grated  windows  of  Ramona's  room  are  there 
as  in  the  story,  but  "  Ramona  "  was  not  there,  nor  ever  had 
been.  We  had  it  on  the  authority  of  the  delightful  Spanish- 
Californians,  whose  home  this  is,  and  who  were  personallv 


A     RfA"     OF     HOUSES     IN     SANTA     BARBARA 

acquainted  with  Mrs.  Jackson,  that  the  character  of 
"  Ramona  "  is  entirely  fictitious  —  albeit  several  old  Indian 
dames  in  Southern  California  claim  to  be  the  original. 

A  pretty  little  place  of  worship  is  the  ranch  chapel,  with 
all  its  burning  tapers  and  its  crucifixes  in  miniature.     One 
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little  statue  is  120  years  old.  Near  the  chapel  is  the  set  of 
bells,  brought  from  Spain  in  the  early  days,  that  for  a  cen- 
tury have  called  master  and  servant  to  a  common  prayer. 
Queer  old  specimens  they  are,  cracked  and  corroded,  and 
with  Spanish  inscriptions.  Un  hills  beyond  the  house  are 
the  wooden  crosses,  too,  mentioned  in  a  well  known  book. 

We  found  Newhall  Pass  a  pretty  "tough  pull"  while  it 
lasted.  It  is  probably  the  most  costly  piece  of  road-building 
in  Southern  California.  The  county  carving-knife  was  sunk 
into  the  decomposed  granite  for  a  gash  of  fully  a  mile.  At 
the  summit  the  cut  is  a  hundred  feet  deep  and  barely  wide 
enough  for  a  wagon.  The  wind  was  like  a  hurricane  in  the 
narrow  defile,  and  Tidd  and  I  were  fairly  blown  down  the 
other  side  and  into  the  fertile  San  l'"ernando  valley.  One 
enormous  composite  orchard  we  noticed  —  of  apricot,  olive, 
orange,  fig  and  almond  —  whose  rows  were  two-and-a-half 
miles  long,  and  uninterru])ted  except  by  the  road. 

A  fine  old  place  the  San  Fernando  Mission  must  have 
been  in  the  days  of  the  Franciscan  missionaries.  One  of 
the  most  picturesque  of  all  the  twenty-one  that  stretch 
from  San  Diego  to  San  P'rancisco,  it  was  in  its  prime  one  of 
the  most  complete,  but  the  century  since  its  founding  has 
crumbled  into  ruin  many  of  its  thick  adobe  walls.  In  its 
habitable  part  a  colony  of  ranchmen  were  living,  and  its 
stately  corridors  were  littered  with  modern  wagons  and 
farming  tools. 

It  is  a  reproachful  commentary  on  our  race  for  the  new, 

that  these  noble  specimens  of  the  old  are  allowed  thus  to 

fall  into  decay.     The  California  Missions  are  an  inheritance 

of   which   any   country    might   be   proud,   and  ours  is  not  so 
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rich  in  the  past  that  it  can  afford  to  lose  a  sinp;le  tittle  from 
these  monuments  of  the  devoted  pioneers. 

The  outer  buildings  of  the  San  Fernando  Mission  are 
nearly  leveled  to  the  earth.  The  main  structure  [monastery] 
is  still  standing,  though  much  of  its  peculiar  red  tiled  roof 
had  fallen  in,  and  time  and  the  rain  had  made  huge  breaches 
in  its  whitewashed  walls.*  Some  of  the  old  rude  benches, 
on  which  the  ascetic  padre  sat,  remain  in  the  rooms,  and  a 
picture  of  the  Saviour  now  and  then,  but  there  is  a  pervading 
odor  of  mold  and  age. 

An  old  stone  fountain  is  still  seen  in  front  of  the  mission 
and  a  couple  of  gigantic  palm  trees.  In  the  rear  is  the 
olive  orchard,  unkempt  and  overgrown.  Blue  sky  and  bare 
rafters  roofed  the  chapel  building  and  the  grass  was  green 
on  its  sacred  floor,  f  The  original  frescoing  at  the  altar 
end  still  faintly  colored  its  weather-stained  white. 

By  a  caved-in  set  of  steps  we  descended  into  the  mission 
dungeon.  It  was  totally  dark  —  a  repulsixe  jilace,  with  a 
clammy  damp  floor  of  earth,  suggestive  of  the  grave  itself. 
Tidd  lit  a  match.  "Christian-like,  this  hole!  I  can  almost 
hear  some  poor  devil  groaning  now."  f  In  fact  the  atmos- 
phere of  the  place  was  not  congenial,  and  when  a  rat  ran 
close  by  my  leg  we  rather  hastily  retired. 

Sunning  herself  under  one  of  the  arches,  an  old  woman 
who  might  have  been  Age  personified  was  squatted  on  a  low 
chair.  "  Venus  realized !"  Tidd  muttered,  "I  must  have  a 
picture."     To  this  the  ancient  dame  would  not  assent  till  a 

*  Roof  and  walls  fully  repaired  by  the  Landmarks  Club  since  Mr.  B*s  visit.  See  this 
magazine  for  Oct.,  'g7,  and  March,  '08. —  Ed. 

t  Also  now  re-roofed  by  the  Landmarks  Club. —  Eu, 

t  The  "  Dungeon  "  of  tourist  fable  was  in  fact  merely  a  wine  cellar.  The  only  prisoners 
were  the  spirits  of  llie  32,000  grapevines.  —  Ed. 
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twenty-five  cent  piece  magically  changed  her  feelings.  It  is 
guessed  at  the  village  that  she  is  a  hundred  and  sixteen 
years  old  —  une  nf  the  first  converted  Indians. 

It  is  a  hard  road  from  San  f'ernando  to  Pasadena  — 
through  a  comparative  desert,  where  sagebrush  and  grease- 
wood  grow,  and  the  lively  lizard  and  horned  toad  hold  forth. 
We  turned  off  our  main   road   to   take   in   one  of   the  many 


M.iS.C;,    CI 


sa;.   feRi.a-.lo  — the  monastery 


interesting  places  about  Pasadena  —  Brown  Mountain,  the 
home  of  the  anti-slavery  agitator's  sons,  Owen  and  Jason. 
An  extraordinarilv  poor  road  has  been  constructed  for  the 
convenience  of  travelers  and  up  it  we  took  our  weary  way. 
None   too   wide   at    best,    it    at    places    overhangs    "  Negro 
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Canvon  "  at  a  height  of  liundrcds  iif  feet.  Away  below  — 
miles  it  seems  —  a  brook  dashes  over  the  boulders. 

Stopping  to  breathe  at  the  summit  I  reflected  on  the 
strange  nature  (inherited  doubtless  from  their  peculiar 
father)  that  made  hermits  of  these  two  men.  When  a 
pleasant  home  was  to  be  had  in  the  \alley,  they  took  the 
silent  mountains  for  their  companions  and  accepted  gladly 
a  solitude  that  most  men  would  deem  unbearable.  On  a 
few  acres  of  level,  the  ground  was  tilled ;  a  few  sheep  and  a 
cow  or  two  w-ere  kept,  occasionalh'  a  job  was  obtained 
outside  —  this  was  the  life  of  John  Brown's  sons. 

The  first  abode  was  a  small  log  cabin;  later  a  frame 
house  —  but  both  ha\e  been  destroyed  The  grave  of  Owen 
is  on  a  little  knoll  near  where  the  cabin  stood.  A  small 
pine  tree,  planted  b\'  his  own  hantls,  stood  guard,  and  a 
plain  wooden  slab  had  this  inscription:  — 

Owen   Krown 

DIED  — 

jan'v  8-1899. 
aged  64  years. 

Nature's  wild  offerings  growing  about  the  flattened  mound 
were  its  only  decoration.  But  the  very  bareness  was 
impressive,  and  "his  soul  is  marching  on."  A  fine  monu- 
ment has  since  been  erected,  at  the  com]5letion  of  which 
memorial  ceremonies  were  held. 

"Well,  ready  for  Pasadena,  Tidd  .' "  I  \entured. 

"  I  want  vou  to  snap  my  picture  here  first,"  he  replied. 
"  I'm   in  lo\e  with  the  place."      So,  he  standing  on  a  crag,  I 
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pressed  the  button.  "That's  the  first  plate  of  the  new 
dozen,"  he  said  —  the  dozen  that  he  had  smuggled  into  my 
case. 

We  registered  at  a  Pasadena  hotel  for  the  night,  and  Tidd 
went  nut  t"  hire  a  dark-roum  in  which  to  develop.  It  took 
him  a  good  while,  and  when  he  returned  to  our  room  he  was 
evidently  agitated.  He  sank  into  a  rhair  anil  tell  to  study- 
ing a  time-table.  I  looked  on  in  amazement.  "Tidd,"  I 
said,  "are  you  possessed.?" 

"Not  possessed,  Bick  —  I've  had  a  warning,  and  I  leave 
for  home  on  to-morrow's  train." 

Reason  and  ridicule  had  no  effect.  He  was  mum  and 
melancholv  as  we  steamed  through  the  towns  lately  passed 
on  our  wheels.  Neither  was  1  )o\ial,  when  I  considered 
that  our  trip  was  "gone  up"  be\'ond  reclaim. 

I  could  get  not  a  word  from  him  until,  as  the  hills  of 
Santa  Barbara  came  in  sight  (pei-haps  thinking  himself  now 
tolerably  safe)  he  pulled  a  [ilate  triumphantly  from  his 
pocket  and  held  it  to  the  li.ght.  It  was  Tidd's  Brown 
Mountain  picture.  Standing  right  abo\e  him,  with  out- 
stretched arms,  was  a  figure  in  white  I  The  rest  was  much 
over-e.xposed.  The  figiu'e,  though  verv  intlistinct,  was  never- 
theless discernible. 

The  train  slowed  up  and  we  stood  on  the  jjlatform.  In 
exchange  for  our  checks  the  baggage-master  gave  me  our 
abandoned  wheels. 

"Tidd,"  I  said,  between   laughter   anil   anger,    "you're  an 

aggravated  case  (.)f  chump.      That  [ilate  —  that  'warning'  of 

yours  that  has  spoiled  the  trip  —  is  one  that    I   accidentally 

pulled  out   while   I   was   cleaning  my   wheel   the  evening  we 
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were  at  Camulos.     A  part  of  the  cotton  stuck  to  it,  and  by 
shutting  off  the  weak  evening  hght  made  that  strange  figure. 
I  had  meant  to  tell  you  that  the  plate  was  spoiled." 
But  Tidd  is  still  superstitious. 


THE    SAN    FERNANDO    CLOISTERS 
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HUMOR  AND   PATHOS 


HAT  Ralph's  nature  and  taste  for  literature 
was  tinctured  with  humor  is  easily  de- 
tected in  nearly  all  his  writings.  It  was 
his  oritrinalitv  of  expression  in  a  humorous  way  that 
made  him  famous  among  his  friends  as  an  interest- 
ing correspondent.  The  story  of  "Aunt  Rebecca's 
Birthday  Present"  is  evidence  of  his  humor  and 
pathos. 

AUNT    REBECCA'S    niUTHDAY    PRESENT 

Uncle  Nathan  was  decided.  "Yes,  Rebeccy,  I  am  agoin' 
ter  Boston.  Goin'  this  very  afternoon,  if  I  aint  took  with 
the  rheumatiz  afore  then.  Nephew  Ezry  'n  his  wife  hev 
been  writin'  fer  me  long  enough." 

Aunt  Rebecca  looked  up  from  her  kneading  board  in  sur- 
prise. "  Nathan  Ramsdell,  you  agoin'  ter  Boston,  alone ! 
You  aint  been  fer  over  twenty  years.  You'll  git  lost  or 
buncoed  er  somethin'  sure's  preachin.'  " 

"  If  I  aint  been  fer  twenty  years  it's  all  the  more  reason 
I  sh'd  go  now  and  take  in  the  new  things,"  returned  Uncle 
Nathan.      "And  as  fer  goin'  alone — you  not  bein'  willin'  ter 
risk  it  (disdainfully)  with  me,  well,  I  aint  no  greeny." 
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With  which  Uncle  Nathan  disappeared  behind  the  last 
"  Summerland  Agriculturist "  and  Aunt  Rebecca  returned 
to  her  biscuits.  She  didn't  really  wish  to  oppose,  onlv  to 
sound  a  note  of  warning  to  her  venturesome  helpmeet. 

"The  biscuits  is  uncommon  good  terday,  Rebeccy." 

The  old  lad)'  was  pleased.  "  I  took  special  pains  with  um, 
Nathan,  seein'  you  warn't  goin'  ter  git  eny  fer  a  week  er 
more." 

"It  won't  be  more,"  replied  Uncle  Nathan.  "I'd  git 
hungry  fer  somethin'  ter  eat,"  with  a  sly  wink  across  the 
table,  "  though  Edith  is  a  mighty  good  cook." 

They  reached  the  depot  out  of  breath — half  an  hour  to 
wait.  The  whistle  of  the  approaching  train  was  heard.  It 
was  at  least  a  mile  away.  "  Well,  good  bye,  Nathan,"  said 
Aunt  Rebecca  excitedly,  "take  good  care  uv  yerself  won't 
cher,  and  be  real  careful  bout  gitting  off  the  electrics. 
Land's  sakes,  Nathan,  how  cool  you  be.  Anyone'd  think 
you'd  traveled  all  yer  life." 

"  Well,  I  aint  no  greeny." 

The  train  rushed  up  to  the  depot  and  stopped.  Uncle 
Nathan  kissed  the  wrinkled  cheek  of  his  old  wife  and 
clambered  aboard.  He  encountered  obstacles  at  once. 
The  car  didn't  have  any  door. 

"What  you  doing  there.'  That's  the  mail  car,"  shouted 
the  conductor. 

"  Well  I'm  male  an'  I'm  agoin'  ter  Boston,"  said  Uncle 
Nathan  defiantly. 

"  You're  not  going  in  that  car — this  way,"  and  Uncle 
Nathan  jounced  into  the  nearest  seat. 

At  the  great   Union   Station,   Uncle   Nathan's  trials  and 
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admiration  began  simultaneously.  "  Gosh,  it's  biggcr'n  er 
dozen  fim  Stephen's  barn,"  he  commented.  "  P'raps  the 
p'liceman  'ill  know  where   Ezr\'s   jilace  is." 

It  was  a  well  known  stuck  broking  firm  and  the  oracle  in 
bhie  directed  him,  "  Se\en    blocks   up-  -third  door  on  right." 

"  W'uinler  what  all  th'  I'atket's  about,"  the  old  man 
thought,  as  he  stciiped  to  the  si<lewalk  from  the  portal  ot 
the  station.  People  were  running  in  all  directions  and 
everybody  seemed  e.xcited.  An'  that  internal  ringin',  too. 
Seem's  if  'twas  right  here." 

The  busy  street  was  almost  cleared.  "  Now's  m\'  chance 
to  git  across.  Crowds  !  I  wisht  Rebeccy  wuz  here.  W'hv 
it's  easiern  walkin'  acrost  th'  jjasture  to  home." 

He  stepped  from  the  curbstone  and  was  half  wa\'  across 
the  street.  "What  was  that  shouting  from  both  sides!" 
l^ut  he  had  read  that  country  people  in  the  city  were  often 
the  victims  of  practical   jokes. 

"  Come  back,  yer  jay  !   come  back,  ye'll  git   run  over  !" 

Uncle  Nathan  looked  ujx  He  had  been  picking  his  foot- 
steps, for  the  street  was  mudil)-. 

But  the  warning  came  too  late.  A  fire  engine  had  dashed 
around  the  corner,  and  the  great  foaming  horses  were  almost 
ujxin  him.  What  would  poor  Rebeccy  do,  rushed  through 
his  brain  and  then  his  head  swam  and  things  grew  black 
before  him. 

The  thing  of  steam  was  not  a  hundred  feet  from  the  dazed 
farmer  when  a  little  newsboy  darted  from  the  crowd.  His 
"  Records  "  dr(.)])ped  in  the  mud  in  the  mitldle  of  the  street. 
He  grabbed  the  old  man's  arm  and  Uncle  Nathan  was 
dragged  out  of  danger.  But  the  newsboy  slipped. 
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The  engine  was  passed.  Uncle  Nathan  could  dimly  see 
the  thick  black  smoke  and  bright  red  cinders  far  down  the 
street.  Strange  !  what  was  the  crowd  gathering  round  him 
for.'  He  was  all  right,  only  a  little  confused.  Who  was  it 
that  pulled  him  anyway  ?  He'd  see  if  such  an  insult  were 
to  be  offered  to  one  of  the  selectmen  of  Summerland. 

Another  big  wagon  came  up  and  a  limp  little  form 
was  lifted  into  it.  "  I'm  afraid  he's  done  for,"  muttered  the 
surgeon.  The  ambulance  dro\'e  away  and  the  crowd  dis- 
persed. 

Uncle  Nathan  had  not  quite  recovered  yet.  "Your  er 
dandy,  aint  cher !  "  spoke  up  a  man  at  his  elbow.  "  Yer 
don't  seem  ter  know  that  that  \oung  feller  saved  ver  measly 
old  life  and  lost  his  own  doin'  it.  A  pity  your  old  carcass 
warn't  in  the  amlnilance  stid  o'  his."  "Saved  ni)-  life!" 
and  then  it  all  came  back  to  Uncle  Nathan — the  crowd,  the 
shouting,  the  terrible  horses  dashing  at  him,  the  pull  at  his 
arm  ! 

"What's  his  name?  Where've  they  took  him!"  he 
cried. 

"  D'ye  'spose  I  know  the  names  of  all  the  newsboys  in 
Boston  .'  "  answered  the  man,  surlily.  'Twas  the  General 
Hospital  ambulance,  so  I  'spose  they've  took  him  there,  but 
it's  d — d  little  you  care."  With  which  refined  observation 
the  man  walked  away. 

Uncle  Nathan  was  astounded.  A  human  life  sacrificed 
in  saving  his  !  No,  it  couldn't  be.  The  newsboy  would 
live.  "  O,  God,  let  the  boy  li\-e.  For  thy  Son's  sake, 
Amen,"  the  old  man  prayed  in  the  roar  of  the  Boston 
streets. 
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"I'll  see  Ezry  erbout  it,  fust.  He'll  know  best  what  ter 
do." 

Ezra's  astonishment  was  great  when  he  saw  his  tild  uncle 
coming-  through  the  office  door.  "  Why,  Uncle  Nathan,"  he 
cried,  warmly  grasping  the  old  gentleman  by  the  hand. 
"  Well,  you  have  given  us  a  surprise.  Edith  will  be  so  glad 
to  see  you.  But  what's  the  matter?  "  for  Ezra's  smile  was 
not  reflected  on  Uncle  Nathan's  face. 

"Oh,  Ezry,  I've  had  the  most  turrible  time,"  and  Uncle 
Nathan  explained  it  all  to  his  sympathizing  nephew. 

By  tlint  (if  much  inc[uiry  at  the  General  Hospital,  they  at 
last  found  the  nurse  under  whose  care  was  the  little  hero. 
Uncle  Nathan's  voice  trembled  as  he  questioned  the  nurse. 
"  Is  he  hurt  bad  .?  There's  —  there's  a  chance,  ain't  there, 
of  his  pulling  through.''" 

"Yes,"  replied  the  nurse,  he's  not  so  seriously  injured  as 
we  at  first  supposed.  He  has  an  ugly  gash  in  his  head 
where  he  struck  the  pavement,  and  a  broken  ankle  where 
the  engine  wheel  passed  over  it.  The  poor  little  fellow's 
constitution  will  not  stand  many  such  knocks,  though," 

"Can't  I  see  'im  ternight !  "  Uncle  Nathan  pleaded.  "I 
ain't  even  thank'd  th'  little  feller  yet  —  it  all  came  so 
sudden." 

"No,  not  t(i-night.  To-morrow."  Uncle  Nathan  was  dis- 
appointed, but  relieved. 

■•  I'll  do  th'  handsome  thing  by  him  when  he  gits  well," 
the  old  gentleman  confided  to  Ezra  on  the  way  to  Dor- 
chester. Ezra  smiled.  He  himself  had  experienced  practical 
demonstrations  of  the  old  gentleman's  big  heart. 

Ten  o'clock,  next  day,  found  Uncle  Nathan  again  at  the 
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hospital.       "How's     the     little     feller    this     mornin' ? "    he 
anxiously  queried  of  the  nurse. 

"  He's  bright  as  a  dollar,"  replied  she  of  the  white  cap. 
"  He  stood  his  setting  bra\'ely.  His  head  pains  him  consid- 
erably, but  he  seemed  overjoyed  by  his  breakfast.  Said  he 
was  willing  to  have  a  headache  so's  he  wouldn't  have  to  go 
hungry." 

"  He  did!  "   ejaculated  Uncle  Nathan. 

"  I  think  some  country  air  would  do  him  good  a  little  later," 
the  nurse  remarked,  with  the  merest  tone  of  suggestion. 

"  I'd  like  ter  see  'im  alone,  Ezry.  Yer  wouldn't  mind, 
would  ye  ?  " 

What  took  place  at  the  interview  between  the  old  man 
and  the  young  one  nobody  knew,  but  when  Uncle  Nathan 
joined  Ezra  his  eyes  were  wet — albeit  there  was  something 
like  gladness  in  them.  And  when  the  nurse  next  gave  the 
injured  bo_\-  his  medicine,  the  boy  declared  that  Uncle 
Nathan  was  the  "whitest  gent  he  ever  seed."  Certainly  a 
remarkable  statement  in  view  of  the  fact  that  Uncle  Nathan 
was  extremely  brown. 

"  How  old  is  he?  "  questioned  Ezra,  when  the  street  was 
reached. 

"Thirteen,"  though  he  ain't  bigg'n  a  boy  o' nine.  He's 
a  nice  little  feller  —  don't  seem  to  think  'twas  nothin'  run- 
nin'  front  of  a  fire  engine  fer  an  old  man.  He  says  he  ain't 
got  no  mother,  and  his  father's  in  jail.  Says  he  dt)n't  live 
nowhere  in  pertickler — in  packin'  boxes  mostly.  What  does 
he  mean  ?  He  has  the  funniest  lingo.  I  can't  make  out  half 
of  it." 

"  What's  his  name  .''  " 
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"Tim,  He  says  he  thinks  his  dtlier's  VVakely,  but  he 
dun't  remember  fer  sure.  I  must  write  Rebeccy  all  about 
it." 

"No,  don't,"  Ezra  objected.  It  would  only  frighten  her 
and  make  her  nervous  for  \'our  safet\'.  Dun't  sa\'  a  word 
about  it." 

Uncle  Nathan  was  evidently  struck  with  an  idea.  Mis 
face  lighted  into  a  smile.  "That's  so,  Ezry,  I  won't.  I 
tell  yer  what  I'll  do  —  I'll  —  " 

"  Here's  our  car  !  "  shouted  Ezra  above  the  din.  Uncle 
Nathan's  intentidus  were  not  revealed. 

L'ncle  Nathan's  stay  lengthened  from  a  week  into  ten 
days:  from  ten  days  into  two  weeks.  He  wrote  Aunt 
Rebecca  that  there  were  "so  man\-  things  to  see,"  but  he 
told  Ezra  that  he  wanted  "to  see  the  bn\-  wuz  used  right." 

At  the  end  oi  two  weeks,  however,  Ainrt  Rebecca's 
appeals  could  be  no  longer  resisted,  and  Uncle  Nathan's 
Boston  visit  came  to  an  end. 

Life  at  the  Ramsdell  farmhouse  went  on  as  before,  and 
Uncle  Nathan  grew  famous  for  his  stories  of  the  New 
England  metropolis. 

Only  regular  weekly  letters  in  a  handwriting  that  she 
knew  to  be  Ezra's  disturbed  the  old  lady's  tranquility. 
Nathan  had  always  confided  in  her  before,  but  these  letters 
he  kept  ni\steriouslv  to  himself.  Aunt  Rebecca's  earnest 
inquiries  did  not  result  in  the  disclosing  of  their  contents, 
and  she  fretted  over  it. 

"They're  only  business  letters,"  Uncle  Nathan  would  say. 
"  How  (l\r  know  but  I'm  spekulatin' .?  I'll  tell  )-e  all  about 
it  when  I  git  ter  be  er  millioner."  And  then  Uncle 
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Nathan    would    chuckle  —  much    to    good    Aunt    Rebecca's 
discomfiture. 

"  How'd  ye  like  ter  have  a  little  boy,  Rebeccy,"  said 
Uncle  Nathan  one  night  at  the  supper  table. 

Aunt  Rebecca  started,  for  the  question  was  a  weighty 
one. 

"Say  a  feller  erbout  thirteen — er  nice  little  feller  that 
ain't  gut  either  home  nor  parents.  A  little  feller  that  could 
run  o'  errands  for  yer,  and  hold  yer  yarn,  and  p'hraps  wipe 
dishes  after  er  while  —  not  to  speak  o'  fillin'  up  a  empty 
place  in  yer  heart."  Uncle  Nathan's  voice  faltered  near 
the  end.  His  and  Aunt  Rebecca's  only  little  George  was 
with  the  angels. 

"  Why,  Nathan,  o'  course  I'd  like  ter.  Ain't  I  alius  told 
yer  'twe  ought  ter  adopt  some  good  little  bo)'  when  we 
found  one  as  we  could  love.  He'd  be  sich  a  comfort  ter  us. 
He  could  help  you  on  the  farm,  too." 

"  He  wouldn't,  though.  He'd  go  ter  school,"  said  Uncle 
Nathan. 

"  You  talk  'sif  yer  knew  all  about  one,  Nathan." 

Uncle  Nathan  chuckled  more  audibly  than  usual. 

"One  forenoon,  about  a  week  before  Aunt  Rebecca's 
birthday,  another  of  these  mysterious  letters  arrived.  Uncle 
Nathan  read  it  while  Aunt  Rebecca  was  pouring  the  dinner 
tea.  He  ate  his  meal  hurriedly,  and  afterward  unaccount- 
ably disappeared  upstairs.  When  he  came  down,  he  was 
garbed  in  a  "  starched  shirt  "  and  his  best  black  clothes. 

"  Land's  sakes  !   Nathan,  where  be  you  agoin' .'  " 

"Ter  Boston,  Rebeccy.  I'm  agoin'  ter  git  you  a  birthday 
present." 
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"  Me,  a  birthday  present  ?  Can't  yer  git  it  in  Summer- 
land  ?     What  ver  goin'  ter  git  ?  " 

"  Dye  think  I'd  tell.  But  it's  one  you've  been  a  wantin' 
these  many  years.  I  shan't  be  gone  more'n  er  day  er 
two,"  he  said,  as  he  left  his  old  wife  at  the  station. 

The  next  evening,  two  figures  —  a  large  and  a  small  one  — 
might  have  been  seen  walking  from  the  Summerland  rail- 
road station  in  the  direction  of  the  Ramsdell  farm.  "  You 
keep  behind  me,  Tim,  when  we  git  to  the  door." 

"  Back  again,  are  ye,  Nathan,"  Aunt  Rebecca  said,  as  she 
opened  the  door  at  the  sound  of  well-known  footsteps.  The 
rays  of  the  kitchen  lamp  revealed  but  one  figure  in  the 
darkness.      "  Didn't  git  me  any  present  after  all,  did  ye." 

"  Oh,  yes  I  did,"  replied  Uncle  Nathan.  It  didn't  come 
in  er  paper,  if  it  is  wrapped  up  ;  but  here  'tis." 

"  Land's  sakes  !  "  e.xclaimed  Aunt  Rebecca.  And  then 
Uncle  Nathan  tokb  all  about  it.  And,  then,  two  yearning 
old  hearts  were  opened,  and  a  small  newcomer  entered. 

Not  long  after,  Timothy  B.  Ramsdell  applied  for  admis- 
sion at  the  village  school. 

Ralph  E.  Bicknell. 
19  Bellevue  Street,  Lawrence,  Mass. 
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CRIPPLE  CREEK  GOLD  MINES 


N  the  September  number,  igoo,  of  "  Tlie 
band  (il  Sunshine,";!  California  magazine, 
appeared  an  article  written  and  illustrated 
by  Ralph,  entitled,  "  Fortunes  Mended  While  You 
Wait."  Colorado  Springs  is  the  home  of  multi-mil- 
lionaires whose  money  came  from  the  rich  gold 
mines  at  Cripple  Creek.  Ralph's  long  stay  at  "  The 
Springs",  his  many  visits  to  Cripple  Creek  mines, 
and  the  keen  interest  he  took  in  both,  made  him  so 
familiar  with  facts  and  details  connected  therewith 
that  the  statements  made  in  the  article  which  fol- 
lows can  be  relied  upon  as  strictly  authentic  at  the 
time  it  was  written. 


l'()irilM-,S  MKXDI'.I)  Willi. I-,  vol     WAII' 

We  were  driviiiL;'  uji  Cascade  avenue  in  tlie  .^or.u'enns 
after-glow  of  a  Colorado  mountain  sunset — to  the  west,  the 
mighty  bulwark  of  the  Riickies  in  silhouette  against  the 
crimson  sky — over  old  Pikes  Peak,  a  fantastic  bank  of  elouil 
still  holding  a  gleam  of  the  departed  orb  ;  tn  the  east,  be- 
yond the  town,  tlie  darkening  mesas  streteliing  away  to 
meet  the  distant  plains  of  Kansas.  "  Whose  |)alatial  honie 
is  that  on  the  right,"  I  asked  the  diiver.       "That.'   Oh,  tliat 
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belongs  to  Smith,  the  Crip]ilc  t'rcck  mine-owner."  "That 
on  the  left?"  "That's  Jones's  — he  made  his  pile  in 
Cripple."  "The  ne.xt  cine.?"  "That's  where  Robinson 
lives  —  struek  it  rieh  up  at  camj)  three  year.s  ago  ;  used  to  be 
a  carpenter.  The  house  on  the  corner  is  Brown's  —  sold 
out  his  claim  a  while  ago  for  half  a  million." 

And  it  is  from  some  such  introduction  as  this  that  the 
most  conservative  Yankee,  presumed  to  be  proof  against  all 
manner  of  enthusiasms,  begins  the  very  next  day  to  look  up 
the  quotations  on  Cripple  Creek.  Thus  is  the  gold  fever 
contracted — the  on]\'  malady  from  which  the  tonic  air  of 
Colorado  gives  no  relief. 

If  you  should  assert  to  a  citizen  that  lottery  was  the  chief 
business  of  Colorado  Springs,  and  that  citizen  was  of  the 
masculine  gender  and  able-bodied,  the  sec|uence  wnukl  dcmbt- 
less  be  assault  and  battery  —  but  what  greater  game  of 
chance  than  mining.'  And  mure  mining  stock  is  bought 
and  sold  in  Colorado  Springs,  perhaj^s,  than  in  any  other 
city  of  the  United  States.  In  nine  years  since  the  opening 
of  the  Cripple  Creek  countrx'  in  '91,  Colorado  Springs  has 
risen  from  a  mere  health  resort  to  one  of  the  stock  centers 
of  the  comitry,  whose  c|uotations  may  be  read  in  the  metro- 
politan dailies  with  New  York's  and  Boston's.  Too  late 
Denver  has  awakened  from  its  lethargy  to  find  that  "the 
•  Springs  "  has  built  up  a  reputation  too  strong  to  be  diverted. 

When  a  town  of  25,000  attains  the  business  importance  of 
Colorado  Springs  it  is  a  lesson  in  the  [wssibilities  of  con- 
centration. Everybody  in  Colorado  Springs  is  interested  in 
Cripjjle  Creek,  if  not  directly,  indirectlv  ;  the  big  mines  have 
their  offices  here;   here   the    rich    mine  owners   buikl    their 
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hdiiics,  and  Colciradu  S])rinL;'s,  as  the  lieart  ni  Ciip|)lc  Creek, 
lixes,  iiiii\es,  ami  has  its  heini;  on  gold  anil  the  prospects  of 
yold,  'I'he  niinini;"  exchange  is  unpretentious  in  apjiearance 
(a  new  and  aclecjuate  buiklini;'  is  i:)rojeetetl),  and  thou,L;h  tliere 
are  scores  of  broker's  offices,  and  the  brokers  themselves 
quite  the  equal  of  their  metropolitan  brothers  in  lunn"  power 
and  excitability,  there  is  little  to  evidence  the  enormous  busi- 
ness that  is  carrieil  on.      Last  Jauuaix — one  sin.i;le  month  — 


lluRTH     J^l^'I'L 


the  sales  of  the  exchange  were    17,308,419  shares  of  stock 
of  a  cash  value  of   52,708,447. 

The  stock  exchange  is  the  popular  amusement,  whether 
or  not  you  are  lucky  enough  to  hold  an\  "chances  ;"  it  dis- 
places baseball  and  theatre,  and  the  club  is  but  a  refuge  for 
the  ventilation  of  private  stock  opinions  ;  the  )-outh  of  C<ilo- 
rado  Springs  does  not  watch  the  morning  pajier  tor  base  hits, 
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errors,  runs  —  he  searches  for  the  last  quotation  on  "  Purt- 
land,  "  i)n  "  ( lold  ("din,"  the  latest  strike  in  "Jack  Pot"  or 
"Isabella."  l'",\er\hiidy  seems  concerned  in  stocks  ;  it  is 
hi;;hl\  cdilMn^  to  listen  t<>  stuck  talk  (in  the  street,  on  the 
cars,  at  the  table  —  I  had  almost  said  in  church.  At  all 
events  there  are  strictly  orthodo.x  members  who  hold  invest- 
ments on  chant;"e  anil  who  discuss  ]iri)spects  antl  i;'i\'e  cur- 
rent i.|uotatii)ns  with  quite  as  much  nusto  as  they  chant  the 
Creed  nr  sin;;  the  iJo.vology. 

Colorado  S|irin,i;s  buys  stock  as  a  matter  of  course  (when 
it  has  the  nicmey,)  ami  with  nn  nmre  censurable  idea  <if  spec- 
ulation than  the  New  England  farmer  who  keeps  his  apples 
against  an  expected  market  rise.  "  It  may  not  pan  out  this 
month,"  says  Colorado  Springs  with  abiding  iaith.  "nor  this 
year,  but  there's  bound  to  be  pa\  ore  sometime." 

Nor  is  it  hard  to  understand  this  enthusiasm,  after  a  ride 
about  Colorado  Springs,  when  ever\  other  costh'  mansion 
that  is  |:)ointed  out  is  accompanied  b\'  the  tantalizing  e.\])la- 
nation  that  "  he  made  his  moiie\'  in  Cripple."  When  one 
(.)f  yom"  neighbors  goes  to  l)ed  to-night  poor  and  wakes  to- 
morrow morning  rich,  the  effect  is  not  sobering,  even  though 
nine  other  neighbors  are  as  poor  as  the\-  were  before.  So 
Colorado  Sjirings  bu\'s  its  stocks  when  the  price  is  low,  be- 
fore a  strike  is  made,  at  a  few  cents  a  share,  and  puts  it 
away  in  a  bottom  bureau  drawer  and  tries  to  forget  it. 
Sometime,  if  not  in  this  generation,  in  tin.'  ne.xt,  he  hopes  to 
resurrect  his  dust\'  ])archment  cretlentials,  and  draw  di\i- 
dends,  and  I'ide  in  a  rubber-tiied  carriage. 

****** 

Fort\-  miles  from  Colorado  Springs  by    picturesque  stage 
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over  Cheyenne  Mountain,  or  thirt\  b\-  motlern  Pullman  \ia 
the  Colorado  Midland  Railway  throui^h  Ute  Pass,  are  the 
Cri]3ple  Creek  g'old  fields,  now  the  richest  mining-  district  in 
the  domains  of  Uncle  Sam.  The  stuix'  "f  Cripple  Creek  is 
the  stor)'  i)f  the  niininj;'  supremac)'  of  Colorado.  In  the  pro- 
ductiiin  (if  silver,  Colorado  has  led,  since  Ne\ada  "  [jetered  ;" 
hut  nut  till  the  openinj;'  of  Cripi)le  Creek  diil  its  gold  output 
rival  that  of  California.  In  '98  the  Crijiple  Creek  District 
brou.L;'ht  to  the  surface  15  millions  oi  the  yellow  metal;  in 
'99  the  i)roduction  of  the  district  reached  the  un]3recedented 
total  of  20  millions,  leavinj;  Calitcirnia  in  the  rear  ami  justi- 
fying Colorado's  claim  as  pre-eminenth'  the  mining  State  of 
the   Union. 

Cripple  Creek's  history  is  rather  exceptional  among 
mining  camps.  Suffering  the  continual  opposition  of  mining 
experts   it   never  e.xperiencetl   a   real   excitement   as   in  Cali- 
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iMt    LAST    CHANCE    MINE 

tornia  or  Alaska,  never  had  a  great  inrush  and  frantic  claim 
staking,  but  like  Topsy  it  "just  growed." 

There  were  prospectors  in  the  vicinity  in  the  early 
'eighties  who  struck  some  promising  placer  gold,  but  when 
the  find  was  bn.iught  to  the  attention  oi  experts  thev  de- 
clared that  n(.)  gold  could  be  there.  After  onl\  superficial 
investigation  further,  no  more  was  found,  and  indigiiation 
ran  so  high  with  the  belief  that  the  property  had  been 
"salted"  that  the  men  who  first  tapped  this,  one  of  the 
richest  gold  supplies  in  the  world,  were  compelled  tn  flee  the 
c(juntry  to  escape  a  necktie  of  manila  rope. 

On  the  fourth  of  July,    1S91,   W.  S.   Stratton  located  the 

since   famous    "Independence"    mine,  and  the  rise  of  the 

present  Cripple  Creek  district  is  dated  from  that  time.     Still, 

mining  experts  were  incredulous  ;  the  country  was  not  situ- 
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ated,  they  declared,  for  gold  deposits ;  the  geological  forma- 
tions were  not  favorable  ;  pay  ore  was  impossible.  But  "  the 
best  laid  plans  o'  mice  and  men  gang  aft  agle\',  "  and 
Mother  Earth  sometimes  hid  her  treasures  with  a  cheerful 
disregard  of  all  formulas  since  established.  Cripijle  Creek 
is  remarkable  not  alone  loi"  its  \ast  richness,  but  for  its  per- 
haps une.\ami)led  irregularities.  Discovered  against  the 
tearful  iirotest  of  the  text-book,  it  continues  a  thorn  in  tlie 
flesh  of  the  mining  professor,  for  gold  is  being  found  not 
only  in  quantitx'  but  in  rock  in  which  gold  was  never  before 
known  to  be   contained. 

It  is  said  that  a  gold  field  so  uniformlv  productive  was 
never  before  worked.  Now,  at  the  end  of  nine  vears'  con 
tiiuial  exploration  there  are  350  producing  mines,  6,000 
patented  claims,  and  profitless  ])ros|)ect  holes  innumerable, 
till  it  looks  as  though  a  giant  breed  of  gophers  had  been  at 
woik  in  the  land.  There  is  not  a  deserted  mine  in  the  dis- 
trict ;  the  "  Victor  "  has  sunk  its  shaft  o\er  a  thousand  feet, 
the  average  shafts  in  camp  are  fiom  si.x  to  seven  hundred, 
and  still  there  is  no  diminution  of  the  treasure  that  nature 
diffused  at  the  bottom  of  Pikes  I'eak. 

The  sale  of  Stratton's  "Independence"  mine  to  an  Eng- 
lish syndicate  for  10  millions  brought  Cripple  Creek  before 
the  financial  public  in  a  very  forceful  manner  ;  Cripple  stock 
is  now  held  all  over  the  countrv,  and  London  has  large  in- 
terests. In  1899  alone  there  were  tlistributed  to  stock- 
holders almost  four  millions  of  dollars,  ami  the  grand  total 
of  all  dividends  paid  up  to  Januar\-  1,  igoo,  is  Si  1,093,500. 
Stratton's  "Independence"  distinguishetl  itself  during  '99 
by    declaring    dixiclends    of    8250,000  as   the  result   of  six 
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months'  prdchictiiin,  and  the  "  (iokl  Coin  "  remembered  its 
shareholders  at  Christmas  with  a  Httle  matter  of  Si 00,000 
— just  extra  over  the  regular  dividend.  During  '99  the 
"Isabella"  mine  made  the  two  greatest  shipments  ever  re- 
corded in  mining  annals  :  one  in  the  summer  gave  a  return 
of  Si 60,000  and  one  in  December  exceeded  5300,000. 

The  Cripple  Creek  district,  including  the  towns  of  \'ietor, 
Independence,  (iillett,  Altman,  Elkton  and  Anaconda,  con- 
tains about  40,000  people,  of  whom  half  are  in  Cripple 
Creek  proper.  Cripple  Creek  is  a  town  all  either  uphill  or 
down — it  depends  upon  which  way  you  walk.  Its  principal 
street  is  an  eye  opener  for  Easterners  who  associate  the 
word  "camp"  with  everything  wild  and  woolly.  With  fine 
substantial  brick  blocks,  excellent  stores,  trolley  cars  and 
electric  lighting,  Criin^le  Creek  is  indeed  a  surprise.  Hut 
the  good  impression    ends   with   the  se\eral   central   streets, 


A    STREET    IN    CRIPPLE    CREEK 


MILLING    WORKS    OF    THE      '  PORTLAND 

outside  of  which  are  nothing  but  unsightly  shanties,  and  the 
ugliness  that  is  inevitable  where  men  live  to  make  money 
and  nut  a  home. 

As  there  are  often  two  or  three  claimants  to  one  Cripple 
Creek  claim,  law\  ers  and  sur\evors  drix'e  a  thriving  business  ; 
but,  creditahh  to  the  good  sense  of  the  owners,  most  of  the 
dis])utes  are  settled  out  of  court.  No  miner  in  the  camp 
works  for  less  than  S3  a  day,  for  the  L'nion  is  all  jxnverful 
—  that,  of  course,  for  ordinar\-  miners  ;  engineers  and  other 
sjjecial  employees  receive  much  more. 

National  attention  was  drawn  to  Crijiple  Creek  in  1893, 
when  trouble  with  the  striking  miners  became  a  veritable 
reign  of  teiror.  At  that  time  "Bloody  Bridles"  Waite  was 
governor  of  Coloratlo,  and  he  ordered  the  State  Militia  to  aid 
the  strikers.  The  sheriff  of  Kl  I'aso  count\'  retaliated  b)' 
calling  out  a  thousand  deputies  to  protect  [inipertv,  and  a 
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conflict  was  imminent.  Lawlessness  prevailed  at  Cripple 
Creek,  The  strikers  seized  Bull  Hill,  blew  up  the  buildings 
of  one  of  the  mines,  roughly  handled  the  mine  owners,  and 
a  number  of  people  were  killed.  Colorado  Springs  did  not 
sympathize  with  the  striking  miners  and  its  streets  were 
patrolled  constantly  in  fear  of  violence.  While  in  confer- 
ence with  a  Board  of  Arbitration  at  Colorado  College,  Gov- 
ernoi"  W'aite  would  undouhtedh'  have  been  lynched  by  irate 
Springs  people  had  he  not  been  hustled  out  by  a  back  door 
and  driven  away  As  it  was,  the  Attorney  General  of  the 
State  was  tarred  and  feathered. 

Cripple  Creek  was  nearly  wiped  out  by  incendiary  fires  in 
1896,  audits  admirable  business  section  is  the  outgrowth. 
In  August,  '99,  the  principal  part  of  \'ictor  was  similarl\- 
biu'nt.  Hut  Western  energ\  is  not  disconcerted  by  a  little 
thing  like  that,  and  before  the  ruins  of  the  town  were  cool 
the  merchants  were  giving  orders  for  new  buildings  and  new 
stocks.  There  is  an  anuising  as  well  as  a  pathetic  side  to  a 
great  fire — the  business  of  a  good-sized  town  accommo- 
dated in  tents  and  makeshift  shanties  is  a  very  curious  con- 
glomeration ;  business  announcements  hastih'  dis]>layed  as- 
sure you  that  undisma\ed  shopmen  are  still  doing  business 
at  the  old  stand,  and  the  genuineness  of  fire  sales  when  the 
rescued  merchandise  is  sold  over  plank  counters,  supported 
by  barrels,  is  not  questioned.  It  is  interesting  to  speculate 
what  catastrojihe  would  daunt  the  great  American  merchant. 
Destro\ing  fire  is  often  one  of  the  few  blessings  that  come 
in  disguise,  for  with  the  wheat  the  tares  are  burned  also. 
From  its  ashes  \'ictor  has  alread\-  risen  a  hner  town  than  it 
was  bet  ore. 
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CAMPAIGNING  AT   "CRIPPLE" 


ll'L'RING  the  McKinley  &  Roosevelt  cam- 
paign it  will  be  remembered  that 
"  Teddy,"  with  his  immediate  associates 
in  campaign  work,  made  a  tour  of  the  West.  It 
will  be  remembered  also  that  the  corpse  of  the  silver 
issue  had  been  dragged  into  that  campaign  by  the 
political  silver  magnates  of  the  Democratic  party. 

"  There  was  something  doin'  "  at  Cripple  Creek 
when  "Teddy"  and  other  republican  speakers  dis- 
cussed there  the  issues  of  the  campaign.  Ralph's 
admiration  for  "  Teddy "  and  the  party  he  repre- 
sented was  genuine.  Mixing  stale  eggs  and  brick- 
bats with  the  ten-dollar  "tile"  of  his  fa\orite  vice- 
presidential  candidate  did  not  improve  his  opinion 
of  the  perpetrators  thereof.     Hence  the  following :  — 

••  NFAV   HATCHED  TO    THF.  WOFjri,  TIME" 

("  Macbeth".  Act  2,  ^ceiie  1) 


In  the  niiiuntain  of  the  miner, 
Of  the  Fopdcrat,  the  whiner, 
Land  nf  th-eaminjj,',  where  the  schemini;-  did  not  shorten 
Tedd)'s  say. 
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There's  a  silence  broiicls,  unbroken, 
There's  a  name  that's  ne\er  spoken, 
Antl  an  issue,  darling  issue,  passed  away. 

Like  the  greenback,  gone  to  stay  — 
'Nother  issue  passed  away. 

Seen  U"  mure  the  'neai't\'  gieeting 
Nor  the  kind,  fair-minded  meeting  ; 

Heard  no  moix'  the  gentle  jeering,  where  the  eggs  and 
biickliats  flew. 
Seen  a  tnuching  dearth  nl  gkidness, 
Seen  an  all-pei"\ading  sadness, 

And  an  atmospheric  tincture  darkl\'  ])lue  ; 
Lined  not  now  with  siher  hue  — 
These  depressing  clouds  of  blue. 

In  the  regicm  of  the  ranches. 

On  the  Platte  and  all  its  branches. 
Land  of  farming,   where  a  charming  race  of  prophets 
live  and  die. 

There  is  mourning  for  a  hero, 

There  is  silver  plumb  at  zero. 
And  a  campaign  spouter,  sainted,  in  the  sk\'. 

Mac  there  also  bye-and-b^e  — 

In  the  Demoi)()]iic  sky. 

(Written  for  the   Boston  Journari 
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JEREMIAH  TIGHTFIST'S   DREAM 


HAT  Ralph  was  a  keen  observer  of  human 
nature,  that  he  was  ripe  in  business 
methods  far  beNoncl  his  years  (he  was  only 
seventeen  when  he  wrote  this),  that  he  was  up-to- 
date  in  the  use  of  printers"  ink,  and  that  he  h.ul 
taste  and  power  in  tragedy  is  evidenced  in"  1  he 
Dream  of  Jeremiah  Tightfist,"  which  follows.  Prac- 
tical experience  in  the  Inisiness  world  he  had  none, 
excepting  onl\'  his  business  management  of  the 
Essex  School  Journal  and  his  juvenile  work  with  his 
little  printing  press.  Yet  no  dust  or  cobwebs  were 
(jn  his  ideas  relating  thereto. 

Many  bright  catchv  features  found  in  Bicknell 
Bros.  extensi\e  advertising  had  their  origin  in  his 
fertile  brain. 


.ii',ui:miaii  iiciiii'isi'  \isrrs  'jtii',  rNDi'.uwoHi.i) 

It  had  been  a  bad  day  at  the  clothin.i;"  store  of  Jeremiah 
Tightfist.  As  far  as  bad  da\s  went,  Tightfist  hadn't  seen 
any  other  kind  for  years  back,  but  it  had  lieen  a  little  worse 
than  usual.  All  day  had  he  sat  on  his  higii,  uncijmfortable 
office  stool,  laboring  with  refractory  figures.  His  rent  was 
due  tomorrow  ;  it  could  not  be  met.  Clerks  were  clamor- 
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ing  for  back  pay.  The  insurance  premium  must  be  settled 
inside  of  a  week.  Faikn-e  or  a  fire-sale  was  fast  becoming 
an   absolute  necessit)'  to  Jeremiah  Tightfist. 

A  store  front,  gorgeous  with  red  mark-down  signs,  had 
failed  —  unaccountably  to  Tightfist  —  to  draw.  Paint  had 
been  used  unsisaringly,  but  his  clerks  were  undisturbed  in 
reading  the  morning  paper.  The  floor  was  innocent  of  out- 
door mud;  the  nicel\-  fnkk-d  piles  of  pants  and  coats  and 
\ests  were  unruffled  —  the  store  was  empt)-.  The  wa.\ 
man,  phlegmatically  sitting  near  the  iloor,  smiled  \acantly 
on  the  passing  pedestrians,  and  dust  settled  calm!)-  on  his 
benevolent  countenance. 

A  remedy  fi>r  all  this  hatl  been  suggested  to  Tightfist  by 
several  callers  during  the  day,  but  liis  father  had  used 
candles  and  cantlles  were  good  enough  tor  him.  "No,  darn 
your  paper,"  he  had  remarked,  with  the  energetic  obstinac\' 
of  a  grouty  ancestr) .  "It's  hard  times;  I  can't  allord  to 
aihertise." 

Tightfist  shut  up  shop  at  half-past  nine  and  went  home 
to  his  wife.  Other  stores  had  closed  at  si.\,  but  Tightfist 
might  catch  a  few  stray  customers,  you  know,  "  M\'  dear," 
he  said,  "I'm  liungry,  tired  and  discouraged.  W'here'll  1 
find  some  of  that  mince  pie  we  had  for  dinner  .-'" 

"  In  tlie  refrigerator,  Jerry  —  and  come  to  bed  soon." 

It  must  ha\'e  been  after  midnight  when  Tightfist  lelt 
round  for  fallen  bedclothes.  Hut  lliere  were  no  bedclothes! 
lloiiiiis!  —  he  was  on  a  stretcher,  and  two  ghostly  forms 
were  carrying  him.  It  was  not  an  ordinary  stretcher,  but 
one  constructed  ot  I  3-em  columns  placed  at  interxals,  with 
two  lull-page  "ads."  to  hold  them  together. 
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"What's  the  matter?  —  where  \nu  takini;  me?  —  who 
are  xou  an\wa\- ?"  he  shouted,  and  tried  to  rise  ;  but  a  4<S- 
point  headHiie  held  him  fast. 

"Jeremiah  Ti^httist," — and  the  \-oiee  s(nmded  hollow 
and  far  awa\'  —  "  tr\'  not  to  eseape.  \'ou  are  dead,  Jere- 
miah 'rin'htfist  —  the  worshijiers  of  the  ,t;'"cl^  have  killed 
you." 

"  Er  —  er— there  must  be  some   mistake." 

"  )eremiah  Ti^htfist,  the  almii;ht\  rulers  ot  the  business 
world — I'usli,  White  Paper  and  Printing;"  Ink,  make  no 
mistakes." 

Tightfist  fainted  from  sheer  terror,  but  an  merdrawn 
statement  in  the  "  ad."  on  his  stretcher,  stieking  up  un- 
pleasanth,  he  re\i\ed  directU',  to  find  himself  on  the  shores 
of  a  great  black  ri\ei'.  M\riatls  of  eerie  spirits  were 
huddled  round  the  bank.  Among  them  Tightfist  thought 
he  recognized  a  former  partner. 

"Shades,"  Tightfist  faltered,  "what  is  this  terrible  river, 
and  of  what  mortals  are  these  the  unhaiijiv  ghosts?" 

"  leremi.ih  Tightfist,  this  is  the  might\  torrent  Compe- 
tition. (  )m.e  it  was  but  a  mere  brooklet  —  a  stream  that 
might  be  stepped  across  —  but  years  have  swollen  it,  and 
now  none  but  the  friends  of  the  ferryman.  Advertising,  can 
hope  to  gain  the  other  side.  These  ghosts  are  of  them  that 
forgot  the  worshi])  of  the  might\-  Printing-ink.  Pheir  fate 
is  to  wander  here  forsaken  and  forlorn." 

Tightfist's  shades  got  into  an  argument  with  Advertising. 
"  By   what    right,"   demanded    the    austere    ferrvman,   does 
Jeremiah   Tightfist   cross  my  turbid   waters.      When  did  he 
reverence  my  god  Printing  Ink?" 
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"I  —  I've  put  out  fliers,  groaned  Tightfist." 

"Yes,  thou  evil  one,"  returned  Advertising,  "fliers  at 
fifty  cents  a  thousand  by  the  sweat-shop  printing-office  in 
the  alley." 

"  It  is  the  express  command  of  Printing  Ink,"  said  the 
shades.     "  Forbid  him  not  a  passage." 

Great  three-headed  Auctioneer  made  a  grab  at  poor 
Tightfist  as  they  reached  the  other  shore.  The  shades, 
however,  threw  him  a  green  country  customer,  and  he  was 
satisfied. 

They  had  left  the  stretcher  on  the  other  side  of  Compe- 
tition, and  Tightfist  was  walking  now.  "  Wh(j  are  all  these 
sorrowing  souls  that  weep  among  these  melancholy 
byways  ,'"    he    inquired. 

"These,"  returned  the  shades,  "are  the  newspapers  and 
respectable  job-printers  that  such  as  \nu  ha\e  killed." 
Tightfist  went  up  to  a  "  Times"  man  he  had  turned  away  a 
month  before,  and  tried  to  comfort  him  with  promises,  but 
the  ghost  passed  him  with  averted  look. 

"And  who  are  these.?"  Tightfist  asked,  as  they  came  to 
different  regions. 

"  These  are  they  that,  though  deluded  with  false  ideals, 
yet  fell  bravely  fighting  in  the  cause  of  Printing  Ink.  Here 
are  the  '  literature  managers'  of  Bryan's  campaign  and  the 
man  who  had  "sold  them  all  when  folks  called  for  his 
bargains." 

"  Yonder  stream.'" 

"  Is  Veracit)-,  There  are  these  mistaken  ones  allowed 
to  bathe  that  they  may  forget  their  former  lies  and  return 
to  life  to  try  again." 
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They  were  now  come  to  the  parting-  of  the  ways.  One 
road  led  to  the  abode  of  the  blessed — the  other  to  the 
regions  of  the  condemned. 

On  the  face  of  Tightfist  appeared  the  ashen  hue  of  his 
favorite  dumm\,  and   he  sank,  imploringK,  on    his  knees. 

"Shades!  in  the  name  of  Printing  Ink,  Shades,  have 
mercy !" 

"Ask  no  mercy,  Jeremiah  Tightfist,  at  the  hands  of  them 
you  forgot  in  lite.  Vnr  only  a  moment  do  we  take  you  to 
that  land  where  dwell  the  votaries  of  I'usli,  White  Paper  and 
Printing  Ink.  There  reigns  prosperity  eternal  ;  there  no 
storms  of  depression  disturb  — thev  are  exempt  from  the 
hunger  of  a  backward  season,  from  the  plague  of  a  tariff- 
tinkering  Congress.  Look,  Jeremiah  Tightfist,  there  might 
you  also  have  been  — there  with  Bear's  Soap,  Beecham's 
Ills,  Quaker  Shoats,  Bolumbia  Bic)cles,  Pcival  Taking 
Powder  —  with  John  Wanamaker  and  all  the  saints.  Notice 
the  fourteen-caiet,  marked-down  halo  round  his  brow.?" 

"  I  see.      (  ),  shades  ! 

"  Jeremiah    Tightfist  !  come." 

Betore  them  rose  the  double-column  walls  of  the  C"it\-  of 
the  Condemned.  A  seething,  herv  river  of  assignee's  no- 
tices flowed  rapidly  before  the  entrance,  at  which  sat  the 
terrible  fur_\-  Publicity,  waxing  a  brass  galley  antl  the  pied 
form  of  a  late  edition.  The  ponderous  electrot\pe  gate 
creaked  on  its  hinges,  and  Trembling  Tightfist  was  luished 
through.  Hissing  creditors  and  great  fire-breathing  col- 
lectors giaied  on  him,  and  on  all  sides  the  anguished  of  the 
damned. 

"  Who — are  —  all  these  ?"     Tightfist  managed  to  get  out. 


"These,"  replied  the  shades  "arc  those  that  advertised 
but  in  time  forgot  their  god  and  got  out  of  date.  Theirs  is 
the  greater  torture." 

"  This  man  with  the  dffice  de\il  preying  on  his  li\er  is  he 
that  put  the  skeleton's  cut  in  the  patent  medicine  'ad.' 
This  unfortunate,  with  the  thirst  never  t|uenched,  is  the  ad- 
vertiser that  always  gets  in  his  copy  late  and  then  curses 
the  newspaper.  The  one  on  the  ceaselessly  revolving  wheel 
is  the  merchant  that  let  his  summer  'ad.'  run  till  Christmas 
time.  He  rolling  up  hill  the  ever-returning  stone,  is  the 
one  that  ilesecrated  the  rites  of  I^rinting  Ink,  bought  a 
stencil  outfit  and  made  his  own  signs." 

Tightfist  was  overcome,  and  coUapsetl  mglorioiisl\-.  The 
majestic  judgment  seat  of  Printing  Ink  rose  through  the 
mephitic  odors  of  decayed  ideas  —  a  splendid  thing,  founded 
on  great  blocks  of  honesty,  with  a  colossal  throne  of  perse- 
verance. Grecian  ornaments  of  wood  type  there  were,  and 
decorations  in  catchy  cuts.  Around  the  terrible  Printing 
Ink  stood  his  messengers  —  dailies  and  weeklies,  magazines 
great  and  small,  calendars,  blotters,  folders,  hand-bills,  show- 
cards. 

Tightfist  groveled  at  the  monarch's  feet.  "Mighty 
god"— 

"  No  more,  Jeremiah  Tightfist.  The  just  \engeance  of 
the  business  gods  you  ha\'e  despised  is  wreaked  upon  you. 
Go!   and  the  pit  ot  Ruin  recei\e  yovi." 


Tightfist  struck   the  flour  with   a  thud.      He  was  effect- 
ually awakened,  but   he  did   not   return   to  bed.      He  ]ndled 


on  his  clothes  and  rushed  from  the  house.  There  was  yet 
time  if  he  hurried.  The  night  editor  was  rudely  awakened 
from  a  stulen  snooze,  and  the  ne.\t  morniny  an  annnunce- 
ment  in  the  center  of  a  full  ixii;x'  read  ;  — 

WE  WANT  YOU  TO  BUY  CLOTHES 
WE  SELL  CLOTHES    .-*     ^     .*     ^     > 

Didn't  know  we  sold  them? 
No  way  for  you  finding  out? 
Hereafter  we  advertise  : 

If  you  call  you  will  buy.     Come  and  see  why. 

JEREMIAH  TIGHTFIST. 

But  the  clerks  in  the  clothing  store  of  Jeremiah  Tightfist 
folded  the  miirning  ]iaper  and  went  U>  work. 
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PASADENA  OSTRICH   FARM 


N  the  April  number  of  the  "  Metropolitan  " 
MaL!,'a/.inc,  1S98,  the  following  article  from 
Ralph's  pen  appeared,  when  its  author 
was  seventeen  years  old.  Let  me  assure  the  reader 
that  in  his  descripti\'e  articles  he  took  special  care 
that  no  guessing  was  indulged  in.  He  made  no 
statements  until  he  was  reasonably  sure  that  the 
same  were  true. 


A   DOMKSriC  ATKl)  OlilFA'TAL 

Many  i>t  us  Americans,  not  pmne  tn  lonkinto  our  "infant 
industries,"  imagine  that  tor  her  ostrich  feathers  —  boas, 
tips,  and  collarettes  — our  miUincr  relics  sold)-  on  the  "  Dark 
Continent." 

We  know,  of  course,  that  thev  raise  some  of  the  iijumetl 
race  down  in  our  sister  continent  of  South  America,  l)ut  we 
never  thoui;ht  an  inxasion  had  been  made  into  tlie  doniains 
of  Uncle  Samuel. 

Even  South  America,  thout;h,  is  usualh  fori;(ittcn,  and 
Brother  Ostrich  is  jiictured  with  his  head  burietl  in  hot 
African  sand,  and  his  wife's  eggs  hatching  under  the  tonid 
"  Sol  "  of  the  Tropics, 

But,  like  not  a  tew  other  of  our  ideas,  this  (}ne  of  feathers 
is  a  mistaken  one.      Right  here  in  our  (iwn  America — or  in 
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that  favored  portion  of  it  known  as  California  —  ostrich  rais- 
ing is  already  a  paying  bnsiness.  Moreover,  the  American 
article  is  considered  by  connoisseurs  even  superior  to  the 
imported.  We  not  only  raise  ostriches,  but  we  raise  the 
best — a  characteristic    Uncle    Sam    has    of    distancing   his 

competitors.  When  it 
is  considered  that  the 
United  States'  annual 
importation  of  feathers 
amiiunts  to  three  mil- 
lions of  dollars,  one 
realizes  that  another 
and  new  American  in- 
dustrv  has  a  chance  to 
fill  out  to  comfortable 
proportions. 

Only  some  thirteen 
years  have  gone  bv  since  Mr.  Cawston,  the  present  proprietor 
of  the  Norwalk  Farm,  brought  over,  in  a  sailing"  ship  from 
Africa,  forty-two  ostriches.  Their  adopted  country  evi- 
dently agrees  with  them,  for  the  ostrich  population  is  every 
year  rapidlv  increasing — this  one  concern  at  the  rate  of 
about  a  hundred  chicks  yearly. 

The  ostrich  is  pre-eminentlv  a  bird  of  peculiarities,  from 
its  e.xtraordinarilv  li:)ng  neck,  with  the  great  beak  and 
saucer-like  eyes  at  the  end  of  the  same,  to  its  disproportion- 
ately lengthy  legs  and  ungainly  feet.  In  fact,  an  amateur 
observer  sees  little  about  an  ostrich  but  what  is  radically 
dissimilar  to  all  the  rest  of  bird,  man,  and  animal-kind. 

A  full-grown   "long-neck"   can   usuallv  tip  the  scales  at 
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about  two  huinlretl  and  seventy-fi\c  ]i()un(ls  ;  and  if  he  hasn't 
stayetl  out  niL;hts  and  stunted  his  ,i;r(i\\tli,  he's  about  eii;"ht 
feet  hi^li.  If  lirotlier  Ustrich's  Innj^evit)'  is  as  extended  as 
the  usual,  and  he  hasn't  been  premature!)'  "  taken  off  "  by 
an  attack  of  indigestion,  he  hves  to  the  same  age  that  is 
allotted  to  man — "  three 
score  \ears  antl  ten," 
anil  some  ha\e  even  ex- 
ceeded this  limit. 

Both  sexes  are  of  a 
brownish  color  till  the\- 
are  eighteen  nmntlis  nld, 
when  the  males  turn 
black  and  the  hens  gra\ . 
At  four  the\'  are  fully 
matured  antl  jiaiied  off. 
After  digging  a  hole  in 
the  ground  with  their  feet  —  a  Inwly  hut  inexpensive  sort 
of  nest — the  hen  begins  laying  an  egg  every  other  day. 
Laying  an  ostrich  egg,  by  the  way.  is  quite  a  contract,  for 
it  weighs  three  pounds  and  is  about  half  as  large  as  a 
Rugby  football. 

When  an  egg  collection  of  twelve  or  fifteen  has  been 
made,  the  setting  begins,  in  which  Brother  Ostrich  kindly 
assists  his  wife,  he  doing  the  night  work,  uitlmut  nur  civil- 
ized accompaniment  of  upturned  tacks  and  sundr\-  chair 
legs.  The  prospects  for  increased  feather  producers  ma- 
terialize in  fort\'  days.  The  "young  hopefuls  "  are  then  ex- 
pected to  grow  at  the  rate  of  a  foot  a  month  till  the)-  are 
six  months  old. 
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The  ostrich  feathers  arc  j^kuked  es'ery  nine  nmnths, 
are  t;Ta(le(l  into  their  xarious  lenL;"ths  and  cnlcirs,  and  scikl  in 
San  l"'raneisc<i,  the  price  varyinj;'  trom  tivo  to  a  hnndred 
dollars  a  ]iound — the  latter  the  lon.L;  white  plumes  taken 
from  the  \vin,i;s.  ()nl\-  those  on  the  \vin,L;s  and  tail  are 
plucked — don't  imaL;iiie  Hiother  Ostrich  as  resemblini;  tiie 
turkey  "you  had  for  dinner  het(}re  \ou  cooked  it."  The 
body  feathers  are  shetl  once  a  \ear  and  gathered  up  in  the 
corrals.  Every  feather  has  a  sellin,!;'  ])rice.  There's 
nothini;-  \vaste<l  in  the  ostrich  business.  Even  the  "  bad 
et;L;s,"  blown,  find  a  read\-  sale  as  souvenirs. 

The  ostrich  is  hardh'  an  epicure.  lie  will  eat  anxthinj;. 
Some  thin,L;s,  howe\er,  do  not  ai;"ree  with  him,  and  his 
keepers  see  fit  to  limit  his  bill  ol  tare  to  sut;'ar  beets  and 
green  alfalfa,  the  lattei-  a  kind  of  grass  much  like  the  P^astern 
clover.  In  connection  with  his  tood  ideas  comes  the  ostrich's 
most  interesting  feature  —  his  take-care-of-aiiything  digesti\e 
organs.  In  that  line  Nature  has  certainly  shown  partiality 
to  Brother  Ostrich.  It  is  a  fact,  and  no  "California  storv  " 
that  an  ostrich  will  swallov\'  an\thing,  the  only  specification 
being  that  it  is  small  enough  to  enter  his  beak.  If  it  will  go 
down  his  throat  it  is  never  refused. 

Shingle  nails,  clothes  pins,  tin  cans,  brickbats  of  an\-  de- 
scription are  matters  of  not  unconmion  diet  with  this  freak 
of  nature.  The  writer  has  seen  a  \oung  one  —  one  whose 
digestive  apparatus  hailn't  attained  its  full  etficienc\',  cither 
—  partake  ot  a  piece  of  granite  as  big  as  a  tennis  ball  and 
"gullup"it  down  with  e\ideiit  relish.  \'ci\  convenient, 
isn't  it,  a  taste  that  can  enjo)'  anything  from  cast  iron  to  a 
chocolate  caramel  ? 
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Brother  (Istrich's  t,Teatest  tlelicacies  arc  things  of  bright 
ciiliir  and  kistrc,  in  proof  of  which  it  might  be  said  that  the 
attendant's  coat — which  was  not  one  of  "many  colors,"  or 
he  wouldn't  have  had  the  coat  —  was  almost  bereft  of 
buttons  through  the  whimsical  appetites  of  his  feathered 
prot^g^s.  Once  (so  the  attendant  informed  me)  a  "long- 
neck's"  hunger  took  a  disastrous  tiu'n  for  its  owner.  A 
young  society  ladv,  wearing  a  flower-garden  of  a  hat,  g<.)t 
within  too  close  proximit\-  to  l-Smther  Ostrich,  and  he  ate 
the  bonnet. 

Ostriches,  however,  are  not  without  their  troubles.  In 
consequence  of  the  fret]uent  over-indulgence  of  their  large- 
sized  api^etites,  and  of  the  peculiar  substances  with  which 
that  appetite  is  often  ajipeased,  indigestion  has  come  to  be 
the  arch-malad)'  of  the  jjlumed  race.  Indeed,  indigestion  is 
in\ariabl\-  the  cause  that  brings  Brother  Ostrich  to  his  end. 
For  the  relief  of  their  valuable  birds  the  management  is 
sometimes  compelled  to  resort  to  drastic  measures.  As  an 
aid  to  Nature,  half  a  gallon  of  castor  oil  is  occasionally  ad- 
ministered in  one  dose.  If  that  operation  fails  to  help  him 
—  why,  one  more  "long-neck"  is  gathered  unto  his  fathers." 
Happy,  though  rare,  the  ostrich  that  falls  not  victim  to  his 
own  indiscretion  ! 

Brother  Ostrich  is  a  remarkable  fellow  ! 

The  South  Pasadena  Ostrich  Farm,  while  but  a  branch 
of  the  celebrated  Norwalk  Farm,  is  quite  sizable  enough  to 
satisfy  the  curiosity  of  \-isitors. 


HIS  POWER  IN  TRAGEDY 


HE  tnllowing  little  tragic  story,  written  by 
Ralph,  is  another  of  his  unpublished 
manuscripts.  When  or  where  it  was 
written  we  know  not.  If  the  critic  in  tragedy 
will  sive  it  time  and  thought,  I  believe  he  will  find 
therein  power  in  tragedy  unusual  for  so  young  a 
mind. 


THE  STORY  THAI'    llli:   DOOU   TOI.l) 

It  was  a  hot  nit;'ht  in  the  little  country  town,  but  I  had 
found  a  tolerably  cool  place  on  the  hotel  veranda.  I 
had  sat  down  about  nine,  tilted  my  chair  against  the  house, 
and  abandoned  myself  to  lazy  reverie,  in  which  state  Somnus 
must  have  claimed  me,  for  the  big  brass  lamp  in  the  office 
burned  low  when  I  awoke.  The  scratching  of  a  match  to 
look  at  my  watch  grated  harshly  on  the  stillness  of  early 
morning.  I  got  up,  resolved  to  turn  in,  but  as  I  pushed 
against  the  swinirintr  door  something  siioke.  I  started  back 
and  looked  about  —  no  one  near.  Must  ha\e  been  the  night 
wind  sighing  in  the  elms  overhead. 

"I  am  a  door  —  only  a  door.  Be  not  alarmed"  —  the 
eerie,  unearthly  voice  came  again.  I  am  not  a  believer  in 
the  supernatural,  and,  as  no  signs  of  midnight  \iolcnce  were 


forthcomin.L;-,  T  pulled  me  a  chair  and  skc])tically  stared  at 
my  strani;"e  lomersationalist. 

Then  SDmething  creaked  i>n  its  hinj^es  and  continued:  "  I 
am  not  an  ordinary  door  —  you  have  perhajxs  observed  it.  I 
was  not   made  for  this   countr\-   town — mine  was   a  higher 

calling.      ( )nce   I    swung  at   the  entrance  to  the House. 

Boston  silks  rustled  through  me  —  Boston  broadcloths. 
These  scars  on  me  are  not  all  from  cowhides  ;  patent 
leathers  made  manv  of  them.  Ha\e  \i)U  never  noticed 
these  scratches  that  mar  my  glass.?  They  are  from  the 
jeweled  hands  ot  the  rich." 

"  I  wish  to  unburden  m)self  to  _\-ou,  my  midnight 
friend.  I  have  ke]:it  the  stor\-  until  I  can  endure  it  no 
longer.  It  is  a  tenible  story,  but  it  is  true.  I  knew  the 
parties  well.  I  heard  it  from  the  mumbling  lip.s  of  a  jioor 
insane  woman  that  used  of  winter  nights  to  huddle  in  my 
vestibule.  l*'roni  her  crazy,  broken  sentences  I  have  the 
truth  of  a  crime  that  the  courts  will  ne\er  ininish.  I 
knew  the  murderess  —  the  law  never  will." 

The  door  blew  violently  open  and   in   the   \  estibule   I    saw 

the  —  God!   how  often   had   I   seen  her  in  the Theatre, 

bowing  before  applause  !  I  would  have  rushed  from  the 
sight,  but  m\  limbs  refused  to  move.  The  door  closed  and 
began  again. 

"On  a  storm\'  April  night,  some  few  years  ago,  there 
registered  at  my  hotel  a  young  Englishman,  by  name  Frank 
Dartley,  a  broad-shouldered,  blue-eyed  young  Briton,  recently 
appointed  American  agent  for  a  big  Sheffield  hardware  firm. 
With  him  he  brought  a  beautiful  English  bride.  They 
engaged  a  suite  of  rooms  on  the  fourth  floor,  anil  settled 
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down  for  a  quiet  honeymcion  amid  tlie  mar  of  New  Enj^dand's 
metropolis. 

The  couple  had  hardl\-  left  the  office  when  a  coarse, 
drunken  looking  specimen  of  humanity  shuffled  through 
me  and  eagerly  scanned  the  register.  "It's  them,"  he 
muttered. 

Sam,  the  bov   that   held   me  open   for  people,   recognized 

the   fellow  as  a  stage  hand  at   the Theatre,  a  second 

class  amusement  house  on Street.     "  Hello,  '  Schooner  ', 

what  cher  doin'  here.      Want  er  room.'" 

"Naw,  only  followin'  orders.  The  Duchess  likes  ter  keep 
up  on  all  the  swells  as  come."  He  shuffled  out  again,  and 
the  incident  was  forgotten. 

A  few  weeks  after  a  woman  inquiretl  at  the  office  for  Mr. 
Frank  Dartley.  She  was  thickly  veiled  and  heavily  clothed, 
but  one  of   the  bell-boys  said  she  looked   "mighty  like  the 

Duchess  at   the ."      The    Duchess  was   leading  lady  of 

an  English  vaudeville  troupe.      She  was  a  singer  of  ability, 

but  her  exhibitions  of  magic  were  what  had  packed  the 

to  the  doors  for  a  month  and  more.  Rut,  of  course,  it 
couldn't  be  the  Duchess.  What  could  the  Duchess  want 
with  Frank  Dartley. 

Though  it  was  nearh'  midnight,  Dartley  was  not  yet 
returned,  and  the  woman,  e\itlently  disappointed,  left  a  note. 
Dartley  read  it  in  the  office  when  he  came  in  later.  His 
face  flushed  with  anger  as  he  finished  its  contents.  He 
tore  it  testily,  threw  it  into  the  waste  basket,  and  strode  off 
to  his  room.  An  inc|uisiti\e  l)ell-bo\',  when  the  clerk  was 
out,  carefully  picked  up  the  fragments  and  put  them 
together.     The  note  read  :  — 
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Mr.  Frank   Dartley  :  — 

You  well  know  who  I  am  —  the  Elsie  Tainely  that  has 
followed  you  like  a  dog  for  \ears  —  the  Elsie  Tainel)-  that 
you  knew  and  loved  in  boyhood  in  dear  old  Englantl.  I 
am  a  woman  yow  have  wronged  —  wronged  by  not  returning 
a  love  deeper  a  thousand  times  than  any  tlie  milk  and  water 
thing  you  now  call  wife  can  e\er  give. 

You  say  that  m\  course  in  life  has  fi.xed  a  gulf  between 
us  that  cannot  be  bridged.  I  say  it  can  be  bridged.  The 
hope  of  my  life  is  dead.  I  ask  only  to  see  you  —to  speak 
with  you.      If  you  refuse,  there  are  more  ways  than   one  to 

gain  one's  end.      You  know  ni\-  address  —  the Theatre. 

Elsie  TAl^'EL^■. 

"  Whew  !"  exclaimed  the  bell-boy.  Hut  it  was  late  and 
he  threw  the  note  back  into  the  basket  and  went  to  sleep  in 
his  chair. 


Kamjha,  the  little  Hindoo  whom  the  Duchess  hati  picked 
up  in  her  magic-gathering  travels  in  the  East,  was  in  bad 
spirits.  lie  had  not  been  in  fax'oi^  with  his  mistress  for 
some  time  past,  but  she  had  rebuked  him  more  severely 
than  usual.  Ramjha  loved  the  Duchess  with  the  fervid 
de\-otion  of  a  simple  mind,  but  his  heathen  heart  ached 
from  ill  treatment.  Ramjha  had  maile  investigation  of  his 
own  juxenile  \ariet\-,  and,  with  stra\-  bits  of  information  trom 
"Schooner,"  he  was  decided  that  Dartley  was  the  cause  of 
the  alienation  of  his  mistress'  affections.  In  what  manner 
or  for  what  reason  this  could  be  Ramjha  did  not  know,  but 
that  was  immaterial  to  Ramjha.  lie  was  thinking  on  all  his 
troubles  when  the  Duchess  came  to  him  during  the  after- 
noon, and  she  did  not  find  her  usual  salaaming  servant. 
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"  I  wish  you,  Ranijha,  tn  d(i  a  ser\'ice  tor  me  to-night," 
she  began.      Ramjha  bowed  surlilw 

"It  is  of  a  strange  nature,  Ramjlia,  and  you  are  to 
keej)  jierfectly  seeret  about  it.  If  \du  tell  but  a  single  word 
to  an^-one,  you  know  \iiur  punishment,  Ramjha."  Yes, 
Ramjha  knew  the  cruel  rattan  that  "  Schooner"  used  at  the 
Duchess'  bidding. 

"  It  concerns  a  friend  of  mine,  a  gentleman  who  lives  at 
the Hotel." 

The  eyes  of  the  little  Hindoo  darkened,  and  his  brown 
hands  twitched  ner\dusly,  but  he  said  nothing,  and  the 
Duchess  was  engrossed  in  her  own  plan. 

"This  man  comes  in  from  New  York  on  the  i  1.30  train. 
He  will  pass  through  K  Street.  Dressed  as  a  hostler,  you 
are  to  be  lounging  along  the  street.  The  clothes  )du  will 
find  in  your  room." 

Ramjha  notkled. 

"As  he  passes  the  third  alley,  a  cou|)le  ol  men  will 
attempt  to  rob  him.  \'ou  will  make  no  outcry  —  the  men 
are  of  my  hiring.  The  man  will  be  injured  slightly,  ^'ou 
are  to  go  to  his  assistance  after  the  other  fellows  have  dis- 
ajjpeared,  call  the  police,  say  that  the  idbbers  have  got 
away,  and  have  the  man  taken  to  the  hospital.  Then  come 
back  and  go  to  bed.  \'ou  understand  that  \du  are  to  say 
nothing  about  this."  The  Duchess  frowned  ilarkly.  "And, 
Ramjha,  leave  those  devilish  things  of  yours  in  your  room. 
You  won't  neetl  death-dealing  needles  tonight."  The 
Duchess  turned  away,  and  Ranijha  smiled. 

"Strange  piece  of  business,    this    l-Llsie    Tainely   affair," 
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said  I  )arllo\  tci  himself  as  he  hurried  away  from  the  de|int. 
"'I'he  wiimau's  |>ersisteiie\'  will  dii\e  nie  era/,)'."  A  culd  tni; 
had  (ome  in  from  the  neeaii.  and  he  huttmieil  up  his  eiiat 
enllar  In  keep  nut  the  ehiilin,i;  dam|)ness. 

•'  Deueed  dark,"  as  he  turned  into  a  little  side  street  for  a 
shnrt  eut.  'l"he  dull  illumination  nf  an  electric  light  through 
the  mist  was  hardly  better  tlian  none. 

'■To  he  sure,  I  ditl  used  to  like  Elsie,  but  that  was  long- 
ago,  before  she  choose  wrdugh'  between  fame  on  the  stage 
and  obscurity  at  home.  It  is  evident  the  poor  girl  isn't 
happ\  Ihuugh  with  all  her  lauiels.  Hut,  confouiul  it,  she 
seems  to  think  I've  compmrnised  myself  some  way.  I'll 
talk  it  all  nver  with  Helen,  best  wa\'  to  do,  and  get  her  athiee." 

lie  had  almost  reached  K  Street  when  a  hand  was  laid 
on  his  shoulder.  It  startled  Hartley,  and  he  turned  an- 
grily. "  \'(>u  are  too  familiar,  boy.  What  do  you  want?" 
It  was  too  dark  to  see  his  face,  but  the  fellow's  clothes 
smelled  of  the  stable,  and  Hartley  didn't  associate  with 
hostlers. 

"  1  want  talk  with  you." 

"  Extraordinar)-  !      Whd  are  \c)U  ?  " 

"No  matter  who  I  are.      Come." 

The  ciild  barrel  nf  a  rex'oher  was  laid  on  Dartley's  face. 
"What  is  this — am  I  to  be  robbed,  murdered,  boy,"  he 
gasped.  "  Here's  m\-  money,  damn  )i>u,  \du  wnuldn't  get  it 
so  easy,  fellow,  if  I  had  ni)-  pistol  or  you'd  gi\en  me  a 
chance  to  hght." 

"Still  !  "  said  the  hostler.     "Any  noise,  1  fire."     A  thirty- 
two    calibre    bore    enforced    the    command.        Hartley    was 
powerless  but  to  obey. 
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"  Stand  'gainst  post  here.  That  vight.  I  want  tell  secret. 
Don"  want  you  tell  secret  after."  Dartley  dared  not  shout 
or  offer  resistance.  He  could  only  bite  his  lip  and  glare  at 
his  captor  with  true  English  spirit.  Adroitly  co\ered  with 
the  revolver  the  while,  he  was  bound  fast  to  the  telegraph 
pole. 

The  little  hostler  stood  back,  sur\-eyed  his  prisoner  and 
laughed.  Dartley  had  heard  such  a  cunning,  de\ilish  laugh 
before.  Where  had  it  been  .'  The  fellow  stepped  back  to 
Dartley's  side  and  stood  on  ti[)toe  to  his  ear.  "Now  all 
yeady  tell  secret.  Take  'way  'gain  ni\-  mistress  —  that  my 
secret."  He  inilled  from  his  pocket  a  thing  like  a  porcupine 
C|uill,  and  through  Dartley's  neck  stuck  it  its  whole  length 
into  the  brain  of  his  defenceless  \ictim. 

Dartley  utteretl  no  cry,  no  groan.  An  hour  later  a 
patrolman  found  erect  against  a  post  a  cold  stiff  corpse. 
The  muscles  of  its  face  were  drawn  into  a  horrible  smile, 
and  its  eyes  were  open  as  in  life. 

******* 

The  fog  had  disappeared  before  a  west  wind,  and  the 
moon  shone  out  res]ilendent  from  beneath  a  bank  of  clouds. 
With  a  ghastly  touch  its  light  fell  into  the  tlead  room  of  a 
city  hospital  and  caressed  the  streaming  hair  of  a  woman 
bending  over  the  body  of  a  man  she  had  lo\ed.  "This  my 
private  inter\iew !  "  she  whispered  hoarsely.  "This,  O 
(jod,  my  retribution !  "  She  lifted  her  eyes,  gleaming  with 
the  brightness  of  an  unbalanced  mind,  to  where  the  moon 
shone.      "This  —  " 

Another  woman  advanced  out  of  the  darkness.  Her  face 
was  white  and    set.      She    kissed    her    husband's    distorted 
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face,  ami  smoDthed  back  his  hair.  She  seemed  unconscious 
of  the  other's  presence,  till,  with  minatory  calmness,  she 
spoke.  "Woman  —  murderess  —  l;'(i  !  May  He  that  for- 
ii'ives  sins  f(ir,L;"i\"e  yours.  (iod  knows  that  I  nexcr  shall. 
I  do  not  seek  to  bring  you  to  the  law,  for  the  law  cannot 
punish  crimes  like  yours.      ( io  !  " 

•  "You — you  who  stole  mv  happiness  —  do  you  also  ciu'se 
me!  H\'  the  God  \'ou  call  to  witness,  you  shall  not  li\c  to 
tell.  I  am  not  a  murderess,  but  I  shall  be.  Ramjha's 
poison  has  killed  my  darlini;'  —  it  shall  kill  you."  Another 
thing  like  a  porcujiine  cjuill  i)ertormed  its  tleadly  work,  and 
a  murdered  woman  sank. 

"And  I  —  I,  too."  She  fumbletl  for  another  neetlle  —  it 
was  not  there!  With  a  cry  that  might  ha\'e  roused  the 
sleeping  forms  behind  her,  she  rushetl  to  the  street,  and 
Elsie  Tainely  was  swallowed  up  in  the  night. 

******* 

"Well,  had  a  night  of  it  on  the  [liazza,  did  \'ou,"  said  the 
hotel  proprietor  next  morning.  "  I^ook  as  if  \ou'(_l  hatl  the 
nightmare." 

As  I  said,  I  am  not  a  belie\er  in  the  supernatural,  but  a 
scarehead  in  the  Boston  morning  paper  read:  — 

TERRIBLE    DOUBLE     T  R  A  Cx  E  U  Y. 


HOSPITAL  PHYSICIANS  PUZZLP:i). 


MURDERER    UNKNOWN. 


No   Clue  for  the   P(.)lice. 
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SUGAR  CANE  COMPETITION 


T  was  during  tlic  first  year  of  Ralph's  sick- 
ness, while  in  California  in  our  extensive 
travels  about  the  state  over  land  by  train 
and  on  horse  back,  that  we  visited  the  two  large  beet 
sugar  plants  illustrated  and  described  in  this  article. 
He  took  notes  of  what  he  saw  and  such  information 
as  he  was  able  to  procure  on  the  spot.  Later  he  se- 
cured the  illustrations  and  other  information  from  a 
reliable  source.  By  a  careful  study  of  the  illus- 
trations and  the  accompanying  descripti\e  matter, 
the  reader  who  may  take  anv  interest  in  the  manu- 
facture of  beet  sugar,  cannot  fail  to  gain  reliable  in- 
formation thereby.  This  article  was  written  in  his 
seventeenth  vear. 


THR  BEF/r  SlCAlt   INDlSlliV    IN   (  AI.IF(  )1!M  .\ 

Beet  suLjar  producing  in  Calitnrnia  and  the  West  is  a 
firmly  established  Anieriean  industrw  With  n<i  pulitical 
aspersion,  it  is  emphaticallv  not  an  idle  dream  ot  those  pro- 
tectionists whose  "swaddling  clothes"  idea  confirms  illus- 
tration in  tin  plate  manufactures.  In  the  commercial  ni- 
ventorx'  of  California  and  Nebraska  beet  sugar  is  an  im- 
portant item. 


It  is  but  a  few  years  since  Uncle  Sam  began  to  think 
seriously  of  making  beet  sugar  for  himself,  but  the  climate 
in  which  his  experiment  took  root  proved  admirably  adapted 
to  the  culture  of  suitable  beets.  American  push  and  perse- 
verance have  done  the  rest.  F"rom  a  single  factory  at  Lehi, 
Utah,  the  industry  has  grown  to  be  the  supporter  of  thou- 
sands of  American  citizens.  Louisiana,  with  her  \ast  fields 
of  cane,  ma)-  no  longer  boast  of  being  the  only  sugar  bowl 
on  the  map.  Already  Uncle  Samuel  is  making  big  use  of 
California's  rich  beet  lands  for  the  satisfying  of  his  sweet 
tooth.  With  the  perfecting  of  the  [jroduct,  Louisiana  may 
well  look  to  the  far  West  for  a  dangerous  competit(.)r. 

Until  the  appearance  of  American  rivalry,  German)-  mon- 
opolized the  business  of  making  a  substitute  for  cane  sugar. 
As  its  offspring  is  still  in  his  childhood,  the  Fatherland  still 
does  a  large  share  of  it.  The  youngster,  though,  is  almost 
ready  for  long  trousers,  and  with  the  ample  protection  that 
Mr.  Dii-)gley  has  given  him,  he  should  soon  be  able  to  cause 
his  (ierman  parent  to  take  a  rear  seat. 

Germans,  of  ccnirse,  are  still  principal  experts  and  pro- 
moters of  the  scheme.  The  Yankees  of  the  West,  however, 
are  not  slow  t(j  perceixe  that  beet  sugar  production  has  a 
great  future.  Gradually  they  have  been  initiated  into  the 
intricacies  of  the  process  —  learned  secrets  that  refused  to 
be  hid  behind  a  long  pipe  and  a  beer  stein.  Before  n-ian\- 
decades  we  may  hope  to  see  the  beet  sugar  industry  not 
alone  operated  on  American  soil,  but  run  entirely  by  Ameri- 
can labor  and  An-ierican  brains. 

Beet  sugar,  as  a  sugar,  has  not,  to  tell  the  truth,  yet  at- 
tained the  success  of  the   product  of   Germany  —  which    is 
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iidt  due  to  the  fact  that  the  beets  t^rciwii  in  this  country  are 
not  as  good  as  Cjermany's,  for  they  are  better,  but  present 
imperfections  in  the  American  process. 

The  consumers  of  beet  sugar  are  largely  the  farmers  of 
the  Middle  West.  Beet  sugar  is  not  yet  considered  ciuite 
as  good  as  that  from  cane,  and  we  fastidious  people  of  New 
England  would  find  fault  if  our  sweetener  wasn't  up  to  the 
scratch. 

Dakota  tillers  of  the  soil,  who  haye  to  deal  with  cyclones, 
blizzards,  floods  and  droughts  can't  afford  to  bother  much 
about  such  an  insignificant  article  of  diet.  Hut  beet  sugar's 
commercial  \-alue  is  b(jund  to  increase  with  the  added  ex- 
perience of  its  manufacturers.  In  the  not  far  distant  future, 
a  near  relation  of  the  yegetable  that  we  slice  up  for  our 
tlinner  will  furnish  us  with  sugar  for  our  tea. 

Genial  "old  Sol"  with  his  warm  penetrating  rays,  is  re- 
sponsible for  sweet  beets,  and  sweet  beets  make  sweet  sugar. 
It  is  for  this  reason  that  in  Southern  California  —  the 
"Land  of  Sunshine"  —  we  haye  the  greatest  beet  sugar 
region  on  earth.  It  is  a  yery  simple  deduction,  for  it  is  in- 
disputable that  the  sun  shines  more  in  "American  Italy" 
than  it  does  in  Nebraska,  in  (Germany,  or  almost  an}where 
else. 

The  largest  beet  sugar  factory  in  California  —  the  largest 
in  the  workl — is  at  the  little  town  of  Chino,  about  forty 
miles  southeast  of  Los  Angeles.  The  town  of  Chino  is  a 
corner  of  Richard  Cjirds'  great  ranch  of  50,000  acres.  Cal- 
ifornia farms  are  on  a  different  scale  from  those  of  Massa- 
chusetts. He  himself  laid  out  the  town,  runs  his  own  rail- 
road connecting  it  with  one  of  the  transcontinental  lines, 
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gave  the  sugar  companv  land  for  their  buildings,  put  con- 
siderable cash  into  the  scheme  himself,  and  was,  until  he 
lost  everything  a  few  years  ago,  leading  man  generally 
thereabouts. 

The  Cliino  factory  cost  iner  a  million  dollars.  The  mill 
is  run  by  twelve  boilers,  of  a  total  power  of  2500  horses, 
and  when  in  full  operation  —  from  July  first  till  late  Autumn 
— requires  300  employees.  The  establishment  has  the 
yearly  capacity  of  transforming  62,851  tons  ot  beets  into 
savory  sugar.  The  several  buildings  of  the  plant  seem  one 
solid  mass  of  complicated  mechanism,  and  a  greenhorn 
wonders  how  the  sweet  stuff  e\-er  gets  through  without 
getting  l(.tst. 

For  fi\-e  or  more  miles  outside  of  Chino  the  moist  land 
is  so  rankly  rich  that  it  exhales  an  odor  resembling  that  of 
a  full-fledged  city  dump.  Weeds  grow  to  be  almost  trees, 
and  it  is  dangerous  to  leave  your  cane  sticking  in  the  ground 
— 'twill  sprout.  However,  were  the  writer  an  agriculturist, 
he  would  prefer  a  little  inferior  giade  of  soil,  minus  the  per- 
fume. 

In  the  \icinitv  of  this  gigantic  sweetening  concern  7000 
acres  of  beets — not  ordinar\  beets;  sugar  beets  are  white 
—  were  set  out  last  spring  and  bought  by  the  company. 
With  the  factory  as  a  ne\er  failing  market,  beets  are  a  \ery 
profitable  crop  for  Chino  ranchmen. 

One  of  the  several  new  ("alifornia  beet  sugar  factories  is 
at  Los  Alamitos,  not  far  from  the  town  of  Santa  Anna.  It 
is  now  in  full  ojieration,  but  when  the  writer  was  there  the 
factory  was  still  building,  anti  the  new  born  cit)'  that  the 
concern   had,   magnet   like,   drawn   around   itself,   was   but   a 
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few  months  old.  The  Los  Alamitos  factory,  in  its  com- 
pletion, is  probably  the  finest  equipped  plant  in  this  country. 
Its  machinery,  of  the  latest  pattern,  overcomes  many  of  the 
trouliles  incident  to  earlier  efforts. 

It  was  a  typical  sample  of  those  pyrotechnical  Western 
settlements  that  yesterday  were  a  wilderness  and  today  are 
thriving  towns — one  of  those  places  where  everything  is 
])ut  together  with  shingle  nails  and  mucilage  and  solidity  is 
as  yet  unknown.  Cheap  frame  houses  were  daily  being 
erected  ;  divers  business  enterprises  were  fast  making  their 
appearance;  ch.ith  tents, —  temporary  dwellings  of  prospect- 
ive citizens  —  were  growing  up  like  toad  stools,  in  a  night. 
Los  Alamitos  gave  every  evidence  of  a  genuine  boom  —  one 
of  the  old  school,  after  the  pattern  of  the  Southern  Cali- 
fornia variety  of  ten  years  ago. 

On  the  outskirts  of  the  coming  metropolis  we  encountered 
some  new  arrivals  who  had  journeyed  400  miles,  gypsy 
fashion,  from  the  northern  part  of  the  State.  They  were 
halted  in  an  open  lot,  discussing  as  to  the  best  course  to 
pursue,  for  they  had  reached  the  place  only  an  hour  before. 
A  happy-go-lucky  set,  whose  home  was  anywhere  —  good 
hearts,  though,  under  the  rough  e.\terior. 

Paterfamilias,  a  man  by  the  name  of  Morgan  Pratt,  had 
brought  with  him  his  entire  family  of  a  dozen  or  so,  and  in 
their  "  prairie  schooner  "  and  a  cnujjle  of  other  wagons  were 
their  worldly  effects  entire,  frmn  stove  funnel  to  a  bird  cage 
of  dubious  practicabilit)'.  This  style  of  traveling  is  a 
favorite  one  in  California,  where  no  more  storm  is  to  be 
feared  under  the  open  sk)'  than  under  twehe  inches  of  the 
best  pine  boards. 
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Theirs  was  the  same  trouble  as  many  others  —  they  had 
been  unable  to  find  work  and  were  in  search  of  some.  The 
mother  of  the  family  said  they  had  been  on  the  move  most 
of  the  time  for  twent\'-one  years.  Twenty-one  years  !  She 
was  tired,  she  said,  of  her  rosintc  life.  She  wanted  to  settle 
down  and  have  a  home.  She  was  going  to  have  a  home, 
and  her  husband  and  sons  were  to  have  employment,  and 
they  were  to  be  hapi>\'.  The  long-sought  job  had  come. 
Perhaps  an  e.xtreme  case,  but  there  are  manv  such  in  the 
great  West. 

Claus  Spreckles  may  make  his  millions  out  of  the  beet 
sugar  b  u  s  i  n  e  s  s  —  his  mav  be  an  unjust  share  —  but 
Spreckles  is  not  the  only  man  benefited.  Does  Morgan 
Pratt  care  what  Spreckles'  fortunes  are  ?  Pratt  is  earning 
an  honest  living  and  a  happ\-  home.  The  beet  sugar 
business  is  the  means  of  his  earninir  it. 
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IN  THE  TEMESCAL  MOUNTAINS 


l^RK  it  possible'  f(ir  tlic  reader  to  know  all 
the  circumstances  and  see  the  surround- 
ini;s  in  connection  with  the  story  which 
follows,  it  would  be  thus  made  doubly  interesting. 
Hurint;-  the  winter  while  in  California,  and  previous 
to  our  start  on  our  fifty  days'  Yosemite  camping- 
trip,  Ralph,  "  N(_)ot,"  and  mvself  went  on  a  hunting- 
trip  coxering  about  one  hundred  and  hft)'  n-iiles. 
While  in  the  Temescal  Mountains  quail  hunting  a 
heavy  rain  set  in,  which  forced  us  to  crawl  into  the 
wood  hut  shown  herewith,  where  we  spent  two 
days  and  nights.  The  hut,  as  you  will  see,  has  no 
windows.  The  wet,  chilly  atmosphere  made  it 
necessary  to  clo.se  the  door  and  burn  kerosene  oil 
lamps,  while  awake  night  and  day.  The  natives 
thereabout  learned  of  our  arrival,  and  they  flocked 
to  our  hut  for  a  smoke  talk,  to  play  cards,  and  swap 
lies  with  our  party.  The  blood-curdling  tales  of  a 
large  band  of  marauders,  who  had  many  years  ago 
secreted  in  a  cave  way  up  in  the  mountains  the 
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product  of  their  nefarious  plunder,  consisting  of 
gold,  silver,  diamonds,  and  other  valuables,  in  my 
case  was  soon  forgotten.      Not  so  with  Ralph. 

He  had  already  developed  a  taste  for  fiction 
founded  on  facts.  He  said  little  and  thought  much, 
the  result  of  which  is  this  little  story.  It  is  nine 
long  years  since  we  had  this  experience.  The 
reader  can  well  imagine  our  surprise  when  we  dis- 
covered this  among  his  unpublished  manuscripts. 
The  reading  so  vividly  carried  me  back  to  that  nine 
years  ago  experience  that  I  was  powerless  to  keep 
back  tears  of  joy  and  sadness.  Joy,  because  of  the 
unexpected  record  of  this  memorable  trip  made 
through  the  brilliant  brain  of  our  dear  boy.  Sad, 
because  —  you  all  know  why. 

"SnOUTY" 

Shorty  they  called  him  for  short.  Not  that  any  of  the 
boys  at  Raker's  cattle  ranch  knew  he  had  any  other  name, 
for  they  didn't.  Shorty  himself  had  almost  forgotten,  —  if 
he  had  ever  known, — and  he  had  no  use  for  a  longer 
cognomen  anyway.  His  nickname  fitted  his  physical 
appearance  admirably.  He  was  slight  of  build,  too,  —  the 
slighter  in  comparison  with  the  brawny  make-up  of  Baker's 
cowboys.  Shorty  was  nut  handsome,  but  there  was  a 
beautiful  simplicity  about  his  big  brown  eyes,  his  fine  black 
hair,  and  his  dark,  childlike  face,  that  even  the  buffeting  of 
mountain  wind  and  rain  could  not  remove.  He  was  strong 
though.      In  one  of  the  long  round-ups,   in   which  he  occa- 
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sionally  hi.-l]3c-d  the  ranch  boys,  Sh()rt\'s  a.Lrilc  limbs  were 
the  last  t(i  tire. 

But  Shorty  was  "C|uccr."  His  Maker  had  slii;hted  his 
mind  as  well  as  his  stature.  Ne\er  since  infancy  had  the 
pcior  fellow's  head  been  ri,i;ht,  ami  his  eyes  had  reflected 
nauLi'ht  but  the  reason  of  a  chiltl.  Shorty's  identic  and 
trustint;-  nature,  howe\er,  made  him  many  friends,  and  a 
place  was  reserxeil  for  him  in  the  hearts  of  the  men  at  the 
cattle  ranch,  that  was  other  than  one  of  jiit)  for  his  mis- 
fortune. 

Short\',  in  an  honest  cowboy  way,  was  lo\ed.  He  was 
not  _\(iunt;,  for  it  was  man\'  years  aj.;o  that  Haker  hail  i;'i\en 
him  a  few  acres  back  in  the  can\'on  on  whiih  to  raise  the 
ranch  supply  of  \et;'etables.  Horse  Tliief  Canyon  they 
called  it,  for  'twas  said  that  )'ears  a^o  it  had  been  the 
rendezvous  of  a  band  of  marauders.  Shorty  built  a  little 
hut  under  the  ri^iit  wall  of  the  can)-on,  where  some  tall 
sycamore  trees  towered  a1)o\e  it,  and  where  in  summer 
pretty  mountain  Howers  [lerfumed  the  air.  Short)-  ]o\ed 
the  flowers,  and  a  little  vase,  that  Jim  Daley  had  gi\en  him, 
was  always  filled.  "  Ver  pert\'  flowers  make  eyes  glad," 
Shorty  confided  to  Dale\'.  The  creek  that  watered  his 
vegetables  below,  rushed  by  on  the  opposite  side  of  the 
canyon,  a  sweet  luUabye  to  Shorty,  when,  weary  from  his 
day's  labor,  he  la\'  down  on  his  worn  mattress  to  sleep.  A 
humble  enough  abode  it  was  —  an  old  stove,  some  chairs, 
and  a  table,  and  a  bed  in  the  corner.  Short\  hati  known 
no  better,  and  to  him  it  was  home. 

Nearly  two  years  ago,  a  letter  addressed  to  Jose  Bantista 
Saiz,  Temescal,  California,  had  arrived  at  the  postoffice. 
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It  lay  unclaimed  a  month  or  more,  and  was  in  danger  of  the 
dead    letter   office,   when   Baker,   drupjjing  in   one  day,   was 

shown  it.      Baker  himself  didn't   know  his  p -  half-witted 

Shorty's  name,  hut  he  guessed  at  the  letter  being  his,  and 
the  contents  proved  it  was.  Jim  Daley  read  it  to  Shcirty  — 
Jim  was  Shorty's  special  friend  among  the  boys  at  the 
ranch.  It  was  posted  at  Pixley,  a  town  in  the  wheat  region 
of  the  great  San  Joaquin  Valley.  A  friend  of  Shorty's  only 
brother,  a  fellow  workman,  had  written  that  Juan-Jaun,  who 
had  been  to  Shorty  both  father  and  mother,  had  reapetl  his 
last  harvest  of  golden  grain.  Not  a  relati\e  in  the  whole 
world  but  Shorty.  Jaun  had  visited  him  sometimes,  these 
visits  being  the  sole  events  in  Jose's  life  of  monotony.  His 
loss  was  felt  deeply.  He  grew  more  sad  as  the  days  went 
by,  more  silent,  his  great  brown  eyes  more  wistful. 

It  was  the  twenty-fourth  <.if  December.  A  very  dismal 
day  it  had  been,  too.  The  air  dam]3  and  chilly,  with  a 
leaden  sky.  But  Shorty  had  done  his  work  just  the  same, 
and  toward  night  he  shouldered  his  basket,  full  of  vegetables, 
to  carry  to  Wah  Lee,  the  cowboy's  cook  at  the  ranch  house. 
He  had  emjnied  his  basket.  Lee  had  given  him  a  loaf  of 
bread  and  a  special  little  Christmas  cake,  for  his  tomorrow 
dinner,  and  Shorty  had  started  homeward. 

"Hi,  there.  Shorty,  won't  cher  stay  over  night.'  The 
boys  is  goin'  ter  have  a  little  Christmas  lay-out."  Jose's 
eyes  brightened  at  the  [)rospect,  for  "lay-outs"  were  a 
decided  novelty  to  him. 

"Yes,  I  ver  much  like  sta\',  Jim.      Tank,   jim." 

A  motley  lot  it  was  that  gathered  round  the  long  table   in 
the   ranchmen's  dining-room.      About   every  nation  on  earth 
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had  a  representative,  for  Baker's  ranch  was  a  large  one. 
No  \-er\  extensive  scliemc  of  decuration  was  indulged  in, 
thdugh  a  few  sprigs  of  mistletoe  from  uj)  the  canyon  were 
tacked  upon  the  plain  board  walls,  antl  some  was  twined 
around  the  hig  kerosene  lamias.  Hut,  as  Sam  Jenkins 
obserxeil,  "What's  the  good  of  mistletoe  anyway,  when 
there  ain't  no  women  folks."  However,  the  evening  pro- 
gressed merril)'  in  spite  of  this  all  important  omission. 
Jim  Daley  ojiened  the  festi\ities.  "Gentlemen,"  said  he, 
"  1  ain't  no  Chancy  Dephew,  but  as  the  boys  has  asked  me 
ter  do  it,  I  want  ter  thank  Mr.  Baker  for  furnishin'  the 
eatables  for  this  Christmas  -  er  -  er  -  celebration.  I'llleaxe 
it  ter  the  boys  if  Mr.  Baker  ain't  the  best  boss  this  side 
Tehachipi.  We  wish  ter  tell  yer,  Mr.  Baker,  that  we  hope 
when  the  last  round-u])  comes  you'll  get  what  yer  deserves 
fer  being  so  kind  to  us  undeserxing  cowboys."  Mr.  Baker, 
who  had  come  in  to  see  the  bo\s  started,  replied  that  he 
was  very  glad  to  do  a  Christmas  turn  for  the  bovs  that 
worked  on  the  ranch.  "  hiiur  cheers  fer  our  boss,  fellers," 
suggested  Jim,"  and  the  cheers  were  given  so  vociferously 
that  the  fellers  immediately  set  to  work  to  fill  the  vacancies 
left  lay  the  e.xertion.  And  how  those  good  things  did 
disapiiear.  There's  ni)  need  to  name  them,  for  Christmas 
good  things  are  much  the  same  the  world  o\'er.  It  would 
have  done  your  eyes  good  to  have  seen  Short)',  though  it 
might  have  caused  you  seiious  alarm  for  his  future  welfare. 
Shorty  was  almost  jolly,  if  he  ilidn't  say  much  —  he  never 
did.  Poor  Chinese  Lee  was  most  exhausted  when  every- 
body's appetite  was  satisfied,  and  it  was  time  to  fill  up  the 
wine  glasses,  at  which  time,  and  as  is  common  in  such  cases, 
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everybody  grew  reminiscent.  Memorable  round-ups  were 
recalled  —  cases  of  unusually  refractory  steers  were  recited, 
vicious  bronchos  had  been  broken  by  some  of  the  boys. 
Everybody,  but  Shorty,  who  listened  and  enjoyed,  had 
something"  to  tell. 

"Say,  lim,"  spoke  up  some  one  tluring  a  lull  in  the  cnn- 
versatiim,  "  has  anyone  been  up  Horse  Thief  lately.''" 

"  Yes,  there  were  some  fellows  from  Elsimore  went  up 
about  a  week  ago,  but  they  ditln't  find  old  \'an's  cave  no 
more'n  evcr\biidy  what's  ben  before  has.  Between  you  and 
me,  boys,  I  don't  b'lieve  there's  any  cave  or  any  gold  either." 

"Of  course  there  is,"  remonstrated  several  voices  at 
once.  "Didn't  old  loo-vear-old  Jeans  down  to  Reno  see  it 
with  his  own  eyes,  and  didn't  \'an,  soon's  he  knew  old  Jeans 
found  out,  drug  'im  with  some  magic  stuff  so's  he  couldn't 
find  the  place  again.?"  Jim  was  silenced  —  this  was  con- 
clusive proof  that  the  rich  cave  existed. 

"  Hang  wag,"  said  Harry  W'ardle,  a  new  arrival  from  the 
country.  "  H'd  like  to  run  across  old  Van's  valuables. 
I'd  buy  me  a  colonel's  suit  in  the  llinglish  Harmy." 

"Jake's  going  to  sing  us  a  tune  by  —  what  dye  call  it  — 
pro.xy.  Come,  Jake,  bring  the  thing  out."  The  thing  was 
a  cheap  music-box  that  had  struck  Jake's  fancy  on  a  recent 
"blow  out"  in  Los  Angeles.  Jake  went  into  the  store, 
was  shown  how  to  wind  it  up,  and  made  the  purchase  on  the 
spot  —  much  to  the  loss  of  the  liquor  saloons. 

Jake's  "  thing  "  discoursed  piece  after  piece  to  the  great 
enjoyment  of  the  cowboys,  and  the  consequent  elation  of 
Jake.  Harry  declared  'twas  "  bettern  any  horchestra." 
Meanwhile,   Shorty's  face  was  a    study.     The    poor    fellow 
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was  drinkintc  in  every  sound  that  came  from  the  strans^e 
box.  He  was  enraptured.  Tlie  natural  Spanish  l"\e  for 
music  was  in  his  blood.  1  le  had  never  heard  the  semblance 
of  music,  and  the  metallic  notes  of  Jake's  "thing"  were  the 
sweetest  melody  to  him.  Jim  Daley  noticed  it.  Jim's  boy 
heart  felt  deejjly  for  Shorty. 

"  Let's  'ave  ' 'Ome  Sweet  'Ome '  afore  we  turn  in,"  said 
Harry. 

"I'm  sorr\-,  Harry,"  said  Jake,  "but  'taint  on  the  list. 
We'll  have  'America'  ". 

"Well,"  sighed  disapjiointetl  young  Hritton,  "  H'ill  'ave  to 

The  boys  joined  in  the  chorus,  and  as  "Great  (lod  our 
King  "  rang  through  the  banquet  hall,  they,  one  by  one, 
betook  themseh-es  to  bed.  But  Shorty  lingered.  He 
seemed  in  a  trance. 

"You'll  stay  o\er  with  me,  Shorty,"  said  Jim  Daley. 
"  It's  a  rough  night  outside.      You  can  bunk  with  me." 

"Tank,  Jim,"  replied  Shorty.  "  I'd  rather  home.  Sleep 
better,  Jim,  home." 

"Well,  alright,"  said  Jim,  for  he  knew  Shorty's  eccen- 
tricities.     "  Merry  Christmas  to  yer,  anyway." 

"Tank,  Jim,  you  ver  good,  Jim." 

After  Shorty  had  gone,  Jim  called  Jake  and  a  few  of  his 
friends  back  into  the  room.  "Fellers,"  Jim  began,  we'd 
like  to  do  a  little  Christmas  business  on  our  own  hook, 
wouldn't  we  ?  " 

"  You  bet,"  was  the  answer. 

"I  thought  so,"  said  Jim,  and  continuing  said,  "  i)()or 
Shorty  ain't  long  for  this  ranch,  nor  any  other.  He's  gct- 
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ting  paler  and  thinner  every  day.  Yer  all  know  what  a 
lonely  feller  he  is,  anil  that  he  ain't  'all  there'.  He  don't 
git  niiuh  lun,  Short)'  don't.  He  ain't  like  the  rest  of  us,  but 
he  was  struck  on  Jake's  bo.x.  Yer  could  see  it  in  his  face. 
And  what  I  proposes,  gentlemen,  is  that  we  all  chip  in  and 
bu\'  '  Jake's  bo.x  '  ". 

"Hit  it  onh  plaved  "  Ome  Sweet  'Ome ",  murmured 
Harrv. 

A  shout  from  the  hnxs  showed  that  the  proposition  was 
deemed  a  worth \"  one. 

"It'll  be  a  d d   nice  thing  to  do,"   said   Sam   kindh', 

though  rather  sacrilegiously. 

The  hat  went  round,  and  the  box  was  bought,  fake 
throwing  in  a  dollar  of  the  cost. 

"And  now,  bo\s,  if  it  suits  you,  I'll  take  it  up  Horse 
Thief  tonight.  Shortx'll  be  aslecji,  aiul  1  can  put  it  in  the 
cabin,  and  he'll  tiiul  it  tomorrow  niorin'." 

"That  will  be  ha  cute  scheme,"  assented  Harry,  and  once 
more  the  ranch  bo\s,  their  rough  hearts  filled  with  a  spirit 
that  man\'  a  man  ot  \aunted  culture  possesses  not,  sought 
their  slee]i. 


The  wind  howled  angrih'  across  the  broad  mesa  as 
Short\-  hurried  toward  his  "home"  in  the  canyon.  The 
rain,  coming  ilown  in  torrents,  beat  furiously  against  his 
face,  but  he  bent  his  head  and  walked  the  faster.  He  was 
drenched  when  he  reached  the  cabin,  but  he  was  c|uite 
oblivious  of  his  surroundings.  His  thoughts  were  on  the 
wonderful  music-box.      Shivering,  he  lay  down  on  a  pile  of 
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turnips  in  the  corner  of  tlic  caliin.  lie  ,f;()t  up  with  a  start. 
'•What  I  iliiin',"  he  said.  "I  iraz\-  terni.t;ht."  lie  pulled 
the  bed  clothes  o\er  hini,  and  the  Ixini;  of  the  Land  o|  Xdd 
claimed  Shortv  as  his  own. 


And  then  a  stran,f,^e  thinii;  ha]ipened.  The  canyon  was 
filled  with  wild  hallooini;" ;  the  rocks  echoed  back  threaten- 
ini,dy.  The  clatter  of  main  horses'  feet  was  heard,  and  a 
troop  of  twent\'  mounteil  men  ,i;allo|ied  up  the  rough  bed  of 
the  creek  till  thev  came  to  the  l-'alls.  Here  Shorty  saw 
them  dismount  and  hitch  their  horses;  and,  laughing  and 
shouting  as  if  in  the  best  of  s]Mrits,  clamber  up  the  moun- 
tain side  and  disappear.  Shorty  was  terrified  —  lor  e\en 
the  time  of  day  had  changed  anti  it  was  late  twilight. 
Who  could  these  intruders  be  .^  No  one  that  Short\-  knew 
or  hail  e\er  heard  of,  though  thev  seemed  to  know  the 
mountain  well.  Their  dress  was  [seculiar,  too.  Short\'  had 
seen  the  like  before,  tho'  the  men  were  cinered  with  swords 
and  great  horse  pistols,  and  old  tashionetl  guns.  Short\, 
too  frightened  to  move,  had  been  staring  up  the  can\dn,  on 
which  twilight  had  deepened  into  night,  and  listening  to 
the  pawing  of  the  strange  men's  horses,  when  he  felt  a  tap 
on  the  shoulder.  Standing  directh  behind  him  was  one  of 
the  strange  men.  Shorty  sank  to  the  floor,  and  the  torch 
the  intruder  carried  showed  his  face  as  white  as  a  sheet. 

"O    don't    be  afraiti,   jjardner,"   said   the  new  coniei',   "1 

ain't  goin'  to  hiu't  yer.      I    had   orders   troni   the  gu\ner   ler 

ask  yer  ter   make  us  a   little  call,"   anel   the  fellow  laughed 

boisterously,   as  if  it   were  the  best  joke  e\er   perpetrated. 
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Shorty  had  not  yet  regained  the  power  of  speech.  "  Be 
de-lii;;hted  ter  come,  won't  cher  ?  "  Without  awaiting-  an 
answer,  tlic  man  l)()und  a  silk  bandage  amund  Shorty's  eyes, 
and  led  the  trembling  fellow  up  the  canyon. 

"  Come,  put  some  stiffening  in  yer  knees,  man,"  said 
Shorty's  new  acquaintance  rather  testil)  .  "  ^'cr  gut  some 
climbing  before  yer,  but  my  eyes'll  make  up  tV)r  the  loss  of 
yourn, — he,  he,  he,  —  and  I'll  promise  yer  some  wonderful 
sights  fore  yer  git  back." 

Short)'  was  somewhat  reassured  and  sought  his  footsteps 
with  more  alacrity  than  he  had  at  first  displayed.  It  was 
hard  going  for  Shorty.  The  stranger's  hand  led  him  over 
the  more  difficult  places,  but  he  stmnbled  over  rocks  and 
ran  into  bushes  until  he  was  sadly  bruised  and  scratched. 
About  midnight  Shorty's  foot  struck  a  hard  smooth  floor, 
lie  knew  it  was  midnight,  because  he  heard  many  voices 
chanting  "Hail  to  Christmas  Morn." 

"  Shorty's  blindfold  was  removed.  He  was  in  the  famous 
robbers'  cave  that  the  boys  at  the  cattle  ranch  so  often  told 
about.  Yes,  there  could  be  no  mistaking  it.  There  were 
the  heaps  of  gold  and  silver  piled  in  heaps  about  the  floor  ; 
there  were  the  boxes  of  precious  stones,  with  necklaces  of 
pearls  and  diamonds  hanging  out  ;  there  were  the  chests  of 
all  sorts  ol  treasures  ;  there  were  the  robbers,  twenty  or 
more,  seated  round  the  l(.)ng  rude  table,  i.|uaffing  ale  and 
making  merry.  They  turned  as  Short)'  and  his  guard 
came  in. 

"  Found  him,  did  yer,  Guan.  Glad  ter  see  yer.  Shorty. 
A  health  t(.i  Shorty,"  and  a  glass  of  ale  disappeared  behind 
the  earthen  mugs  of  the  twenty  strange  men.      "Juan,  (for 
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that's  your  real  name),  I  will  be  brief  with  \'iiu,  for  Christmas 
njf^ht  is  set  ajiart  for  our  nwu  jirixate  enjnyment."  It  was 
the  man  at  the  head  of  the  table  that  spoke  —  Van  himself. 
Shorty's  heart  rose  some  inehes.  What  was  to  eome  next  ? 
"  fuan,  you,  as  well  as  I,  are  from  a  hi,L;h  okl  Spanish 
family.  The  families  that  owned  this  land  before  the  eon- 
quest  of  the  Americans.  Perhaps  we  have  both  degenerated. 
But  —  enough  of  this  —  my  life  is  of  my  own  choosing. 

"  luan,"  Van  eontiiuied,  "it  has  long  been  a  custom  of 
our  band,  outlaws  though  we  are,  men  supposed  to  be 
beneath  a  kindl\-  action.  It  has  been  our  eust(.)m,  I  say,  to 
remember  S(.)me  unfortunate  when  Christmas  comes.  This 
year  the  recipient  of  our  taxnr  is  \"oui'self.  Wonder  not 
how  we  can  know  \ian'  wish.  15e  it  enough  that  we  do, 
and  have  procured  the  means  of  gratifying  it.  Juan,  \'an 
gives  you  this." 

As  the  leader  sj^oke  one  of  the  men  brought  forward,  on 
a  low  little  stool,  a  musied)o.\,  one  so  like  Jake's  that  it 
might  be  the  \er)-  same.  Short\'s  e\es  filled  with  tears. 
He  bowed  humbl\-  and  awkwardh  before  the  robber  king. 
He  did  not  speak,  but  the  look  of  gratefulness  in  his  big- 
brown  eyes  was  from  his  heart. 

"That  will  do,  [uan,"  Van  said.  "  I  know  you.  I  know 
_\dur  weakness,  ^'our  face  has  thanked  me.  Feli.x,  lead 
him  awa)'.  But  hold,"  cried  Van,  "Juan,  I  give  you  more. 
This  slip  of  ]-iaper,  shown  at  any  time  to  an\-  of  my  followers, 
will  procure  \'ou  merc\'  and  kindness.  l^'elix,  be  gone. 
Jink,  do  yi>u  take  the  magic  bo.x  antl  follow  after." 

Shorty  was  blindfolded  again.  The  noise  of  resumed 
revelry  grew  fainter  and  fainter  till  it  was  l(.)st  in  the  howl- 
251 


ing  wind  outside.  Felix's  torcli  blew  out  and  all  was  black- 
ness. Shorty  stumbled  and  fell.  A  t;reat  \awning  abyss! 
Horrors,  he  bad  I'olled  o\er  !  Shi irt\'  struck  the  fli Kir  with 
a  thud.  His  hetl  was  a  low  ime,  and  it  didn't  hurt  him 
much,  thn'  it  \erv  effectually  woke  him  u].).  "  \'er  nice 
dream"  —  but  at  this  UKiment  his  eye  fell  on  the  beloyed 
music-bii.x  sitting'  on  the  floor. 

The  storm  liad  cleared  awaw  and  the  moonbeams,  shin- 
ing through  the  winddws,  rexealed  a  little  slip  of  paper  laid 
on  Jake's  "thing".  Jim  had  entirely  forgotten  that  Shorty 
ciiuldn't  read,  and  written  on  the  paper  was,  "The  Boys  at 
the  Cattle  Ranch  wishes  Shorty  a  Merry  Christmas." 
Shcirt\'  was  tlumfnundecl,  tlm'  his  delight  knew  no  bnunds. 
He  had  been  tn  the  ca\'e !  He  must  haye  been.  There 
was  the  yer\'  music-box  the  robber  had  brought  down  for 
him.      There  was  \'an's  slip  of  paper  with  his  writing  on   it. 

When  some  of  the  CI  iwlinys  came  up  next  morning,  they 
found  Juan  with  the  must  happy  expression  on  his  simple 
face,  listening  to  the  magic  b<ix,  he  haying  reyerently  wound 
it  up  as  he  had  seen  Jake  iln. 

"  Where'd  yer  git  it,  Shiirt\  .'"  asketl  Jim. 

"Van,"  answered  Shorty  simply.  He  said  nn  more. 
He  was  listening  to  his  magic  box. 

"He's  kinder  nut  in  his  head,"  \iiu  knnw,  whispered  Jim 
to  the  others. 

On  the  wav  baik  tn  the  ranch  Jim  suddenK  burst  out 
laughing.  "Well,  I'll  be  strung  u]>,  if  1  diiln't  forget 
Short\-  ciiuldn't  read.  He  tlnn't  knnw  it's  from  us  fellers. 
But  I  glad  we  done  it,  ain't  )nu,  fellers?" 

"  You  bet,"  said  the  others. 
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HORSETHIEF  CANYON  HOTEL  WHERE  SHORTY  WAS  BORN 

It  w.TS  here  that  our  hunting  p<irty  found  refuge  for  two  long  days  and  nights  from  one  of 
California's  furious  rainstorms,  and  it  was  here  that  our  mountaineer  visitors  photographed 
thu  story  of  "  Shorty  "  on  the  author's  brain. 
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MONTEZUMA'S  FALL 


HE  reader  will  perhaps  remember  that  in 
the  brief  sketch  of  Ralph's  life  I  said, 
accom]3anied  In'  his  mother,  he  spent  the 
winter  of  i<S97  in  Mexico.  While  there  he  became 
intensely  interested  in  that  country.  His  nature 
was  such  that  anything  in  which  he  became  inter- 
ested never  failed  to  arouse  an  earnest  desire  to 
know  all  about  its  jjresent  conditions  and  past  his- 
tory. Thus  it  was  that  he  gained  such  knowledge 
as  his  health  would  permit  while  there  and  con- 
tinued the  study  of  Mexican  history  well  into  the 
year  following.  He  became  interested  in  the  study 
of  the  Spanish  language,  receiving  valuable  assis- 
tance from  a  lady  of  culture  and  refinement  who  ac- 
companied his  party  from  Colorado  to  Mexico,  and 
who  was  advanced  in  the  study  of  Spanish.  He 
purchased  the  New  Testament  printed  in  .Spanish 
and  they  spent  much  time  together  translating  the 
same  into  English. 

The  many  places  of  interest  visited  while  there 
included  Montezuma's  grave  which  at  all  times  is 
lavishly  decorated  with  choice  flowers  and  where  all 
Mexicans  do  honor  to  his  memory  and  humbly  wor- 
ship with  all  the  devotion  put  forth  at  the  shrine. 
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Among  all  of  Ralph's  literary  work  to  my  mind 
his  story  of  Old  Mexico  and  its  conquest  is  the  most 
scholarK'.  Compiled  as  it  was  by  patient  and  thor- 
ouoh  historical  research  and  condensed  as  it  is 
therefrom,  it  offers  the  hurried  reader  an  opportunity 
to  become  acquainted  with  the  principal  details  and 
facts  in  connection  with  that  concjuest  worthy  of 
appreciation. 

His  summing  up  of  the  personality  of  Cortez  at 
the  finish  of  the  article  is  cleverly  done.  It  clearly 
shows  careful  study  of  the  history  of  his  life,  and  it 
so  condenses  the  characteristics  of  his  personality 
with  such  concise  and  well  selected  language  as 
cannot  fail  to  please  and  impress  the  reader. 

OLD   MI'AICO  AND   IIS  C()N(M'F.ST 

(Compiled  mostly  from  a  study  of  Abbott's  "  History  of  Htrnaiido  Cortez.'") 

Mcxici)  was  tliscovcred  in  i  5  i  S,  tint'  not  until  alter  the 
exploration  of  the  entire  Atlantic  coast,  i)arts  of  Snuth 
America  and  |)arts  ol  the  West  Indies.  Tradition  sa\s  the 
first  inhaliitants  of  Mexico  were  the  Toltecs.  who  mii^ratini;- 
from  the  north,  settled  about  the  eighth  centur\-.  They 
were  driven  out  by  the  Aztecs  about  the  thirteenth  century, 
and  goiuLC  smith  are  identified  with  the  evidences  oi  a  past 
high  civilization  in  Yucatan  and  Central  America.  Some, 
however,  believe  that  the  Toltecs  were  wholly  mythical. 
The  people  inhabiting  Mexico  at  the  time  of  the  conquest, 
were  about  equal  in  civilizati(.)n  to  the  Chinese  nation  of  today. 
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They  built  large  cities  containing  much  massive  and 
beautiful  architecture.  They  wove  cotton  cloth,  knew 
enough  of  astronomy  to  correcth  determine  years  and 
months,  practiced  scientific  irrigation  in  connection  with 
their  agriculture,  and  possessed  a  symbolic  form  of  writing 
similar  to  the  hieroglyphics  of  Egypt.  Gold,  silver,  lead  and 
copper  were  mined  e.vtensixeh',  and  in  the  working  of  these 
metals  the  Aztecs  surpassed  the  artificers  of  Europe.  Iron 
was  not  known,  in  the  absence  of  which  knives  were  made 
from  a  flint-like  lava. 

The  Aztecs  possessed  a  severe  civil  code,  and  their  police 
system  was  \-ery  effective  —  nearly  everv  offense,  even  idle- 
ness without  cause,  was  punishable  bv  death.  Indeed  life 
was  not  held  in  great  respect  by  the  ancient  Mexicans, 
Slavery  existed,  but  not  hereditary  —  the  poor  often  sold  - 
their  children  but  no  one  could  be  born  in  bondage.  Mili- 
tar)-  glory  was  held  in  high  repute,  large  armies  were  sup- 
ported and  a  considerable  discipline  attained.  The  Aztecs' 
theology  was  complicated  but  they  seem  to  ha\'e  belie\ed  in 
one  supreme  god  with  several  hundred  inferior  deities,  and 
the  hills  and  ri\ers  were  peopled  with  spirits  and  fairies. 
Infant  baptism  was  practised  with  trid}'  Christian  invoca- 
tions that  the  child  be  washed  of  original  sin.  The  priest- 
hood exercised  great  power — they  received  confessions, 
gave  absolution,  and  to  them  was  entirely  trusted  the  educa- 
tion of  the  young  of  both  sexes.  Thousands  of  priests  were 
sometimes  attached  to  a  single  temjjle.  Magnificent  struc- 
tures the  Aztecs'  temples  cjften  were,  too.  The  prevailing 
style  was  a  huge  pyramid  with  the  altar  on  the  summit. 
The  p)ramid  at    Cholulu,  remains  of  which  are  still   extant, 
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was  built  of  unburned  brick  —  lnurtccn  hundred  feet  bioail 
at  the  base,  with  an  area  im  tup  dt  nine  thmisand  square 
yards.  The  worship  was  larycly  sacriheial,  but  was  rexok- 
ing  in  the  extreme.  The  Aztecs  were  a  sincere!)  religious 
people. 

One  of  the  chief  objects  of  war  was  to  obtain  human 
offerings  for  their  gods  —  the  victim  was  bound  alive  to  the 
altar,  and  his  heart,  bleeding  and  palpitating,  was  held  up  as 
projjitiation  before  the  idol.  (Jtten  ti.-iiihle  tortiux's  were 
previously  inflicted.  In  times  (.if  pestilence  or  tlrought, 
children  were  mercilessly  sacrificed.  Every  altar  in  Mexico 
was  clothed  with  blood  of  human  \ictims,  and  music  and 
every  ecclesiastical  demonstration  were  accompaniments  of 
the  awful  orgies.  More  horrible  still,  the  bodies  of  the  slain 
were  often  banqueted  on  with  all  the  festivities  of  confirmed 
cannibals.  In  this  the  Aztec  nature  was  strangely  contra- 
dictory, for  incompatible  with  rexditing  customs  of  eating 
human  flesh,  magnanimity,  courtesv,  and  man)'  noble  virtues 
were  national  characteristics.  Heside  the  blood)'  scene  of 
sacrifice  ascended  sweet  incense,  and  the  ti'agrance  of 
flowers.  Flowers  were  intensely  loved  bv  the  ancient 
Mexicans  and  extensivel)'  cultivated. 

The  old  Citv  of  Mexico,  then  calletl  Tenochtitlan  was  en- 
tirely siu'i'ounded  by  lakes  —  since  receded  —  and  was 
reached  only  by  causeways.  The  Spanish  writers  say  it  was 
a  very  beautiful  city  —  with  wide  streets  kept  niarvelously 
clean,  and  with  parks  such  as  nian\'  a  mmlern  municipalitv 
might  well  copy.  The  population  was  estimated  at  not  less 
than  three  hundred  thousand.  Mexic(j  was  the  center  of 
the  Montezumas'  greatness. 
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Mi)ntezuma  posscssctl  tlic  kinL;l\  attributes  and  wickleil 
the  power  of  a  European  monarch  --  nay  more — for  the 
reverence  of  Montezuma's  subjects  amounted  nearly  to  re- 
ligious adoration.  His  retinue  consisted  of  two  hundred 
feudal  nobles,  and  his  court  was  truly  royal  in  magnificence. 
By  cont|uest  Montezuma  held  under  tribute  nearly  all  of 
what  is  now  the  Republic  of  Mexico  —  from  the  Atlantic  to 
the  Pacific  the  government  of  Montezuma  was  unt|uestioned. 
To  the  dark-skinned  natives  Montezuma  was  the  emboili- 
ment,  the  culmination  of  earthly  power. 

It  was  this  rich  empire  that  Cortez  and  a  half  thousand 
Spaniards  undertook  to  subjugate,  but  however  much  avarice 
may  have  predominated  in  the  prompting  of  this  unparalleled 
attempt,  it  was  by  no  means  the  only  motive.  There  was  a 
commendable  ambition  to  extend  geograjihical  knowledge, 
and  to  learn  the  arts  and  industries  of  a  new  ])eople.  Hut 
Cortez'  religious  fanaticism  nearly  equaled  his  thirst  for 
gold,  and  to  the  Spanish  mania  for  the  spread  of  the  Catholic 
church  is  largely  responsible  the  atrocities  of  the  conquest 
of  Mexico.  It  was  characteristic  of  the  age — a  dark  age, 
in  which  darker  deeds  were  perpetrated  in  the  name  of 
Christ.  Hernando  Cortez  was  born  of  noble  but  impov- 
erished Spanish  stock.  All  his  father's  efforts  for  his  edu- 
cation were  unavailing  —  he  could  not  be  made  to  study,  and 
was  expelled  from  school.  His  youth  was  one  of  idleness 
and  dissipation,  and  when  chance  offered  for  a  voyage  to 
New  Spain  (Hayti),  his  ach'entiu'ous  nature  was  quick  to 
respond.  Later  he  joined  the  S])anish  expedition  for  the 
concjuest  of  Cuba,  and  distinguished  himself. 

In  Cuba  he  married,  was   appointed   Alcalde  of   Santiago, 
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but  ho  was  loiitiiuialh'  at  xariatuc  w  ith  (idvernor  Vclasi(iicz. 
At  the  aye  i)f  thiit\-tlircc  he  was  appointetl  eoniniaiKlei-  Inr 
a  voyage  of  exploration  to  Mexico.  When  \'elasc|uez  with- 
drew the  appointment,  Cortez  outwitted  him  b)'  sailinj;  belore 
the  appointed  time.  He  thus  intuired  the  bitter  enmity  of 
Velast|uez  who  with  miiili  induenee  at  the  ("astihan  murt  nt 
Charles  the  l<"ifth,  harrassed  C'ortez  with  oppositinu  till  the 
end  of  his  career.  The  expedition  first  landeil  at  an  island 
off  Yucatan,  where  missionary  labors  were  begun,  and  where 
a  Spaniartl,  shipwrecked  se\en  years  before  and  e\er  since 
living  with  the  natives,  was  tound.  A  coni|ianii>n  S|ianiard 
who  had  married  a  native  and  become  a  chief  would  not  re- 
turn to  civilization. 

Coasting  around  the  great  peninsula  of  Yucatan,  Cortez 
next  landed  near  the  mouth  of  Tabasco  river,  where  the  first 
battle  was  fought.  The  horses  and  cannon,  neither  of 
which  the  natixes  had  seen  belore,  stiuck  the  utmost  terror 
to  the  hearts  of  the  warriors  used  onl\  to  arrows  and 
jaxclins.  Completely  routed  in  battle,  the  natives  were 
humbled  ami  conxerted.  It  made  no  difference  to  Cortez 
how  his  gospel  was  spreatl,  and  the  substitution  of  powder 
for  sinceritN'  seems  to  ha\e  been  \ery  satisfactory.  Here 
Cortez  married  Marinda,  a  native  woman  of  high  intelli- 
gence and  \iitue,  whose  ser\ices  later  as  interpreter  weie 
invaluable. 

The  next  landing  was  at  Vera  Cruz  where  a  very  cortlial 
reception  was  gi\en  the  Spaniards  b\  the  natives.  A  tradi- 
tion is,  that  a  god  of  the  Mexicans  who  lulcd  in  the  (iolden 
age,  disappeared  in  the  Gulf,  that  the  faii-skinned  Spaniards 
resembled  the  long  looked  lor  dixinil)-  who  had  disappeared 
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in  the  same  direction  in  which  the\'  came,  and  that  this  con- 
tributed to  the  natives'  respect  tor  the  new  comers.  Mon- 
tezuma sent  ambassadors  loaded  with  riih  presents  for 
Cortez,  but  so  far  from  gaining  his  object,  the  monarch  only 
whetted  the  avarice  of  the  invaders.  Cortez  impressed  the 
ambassadors  by  manoeu\res  of  his  well  disciplined  army,  and 
by  the  discharge  of  the  terrible  cannon,  and  returned  them 
with  honeyed  words  to  Montezuma.  Cortez  now  established 
a  colony  at  Vera  Cruz,  and  a  government  was  chosen.  But 
there  were  dissensions  in  the  canijj,  some  wishing  to  retm'n 
to  Cuba. 

Cortez  with  characteristic  boldness  burned  e\er_\'  shij) 
save  one.  The  dissenters  were  astounded,  but  threats  were 
now  useless  and  common  safety  united  all  factions.  Allies 
appeared  in  the  inhabitants  of  Zempralla,  subjects,  but 
enemies,  of  Montezuma.  One  of  Cortez'  first  acts  in  the 
cit\'  of  his  new  found  friends  was  to  destro\'  their  idols. 
The  natives  were  terrified,  but  when  vengeance  from  their 
gods  failed  to  come,  they  cheerfully  accepted  the  crosses, 
the  crucifixes  and  statues  of  the  \'irgin.  The  new  idols 
were  prettier  than  the  old.  Six  lords  of  Montezuma,  im- 
prisoned by  the  Zemprallans,  at  the  order  of  Cortez  were 
released  and  returned  to  Montezuma,  with  the  message  that 
he,  Cortez,  regretted  the  indignity.  This  perfidy  to  his 
allies  seems  not,  however,  to  have  affected  their  faithfulness. 

The  march  to  Mexico  was  begun  with  four  hundred 
Spaniards  —  some  being  left  as  a  garrison  for  Vera  Cruz  — 
seven  pieces  of  artillery,  eighteen  horses,  and  a  picked  army 
of  Zemprallan  warriors,  and  men  of  burden. 

The  Tlascalan  nation  was  cruelly  subjugated,  but  with  in- 
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conceivable  revulsion  of  feeling  they  joined  the  standard  of 
their  murderer,  thus  greatly  augmenting  his  forces. 

The  Cit\'  of  Cholula,  on  pretext  for  disc(i\er\-  of  treachery, 
was  put  mercilessly  to  the  flanie  and  swurd,  the  massacre 
being  enormous. 

Cortez  at  last  arri\ed  in  sight  n|  the  lovely  Valley  of 
Me.xico.  His  army  looked  with  greed\'  desire  on  the  e\i- 
dences  of  civilization  and  wealth. 

Like  a  small  ri\ulet  C'ortez' little  arm\-  had  been  reinforced 
b\-  tribes  hostile  to  Mexico,  until  it  hatl  become  a  ri\'er. 

The  mighty  Montezuma  was  terrified.  Messenger  after 
messenger  bearing  the  most  costly  presents  were  sent  to 
Cortez  begging  him  to  desist.  A  presentiment  that  these 
wielders  of  the  thunder  and  lightning  were  by  fate  decreed 
to  conquer  and  reduce  his  nation  destroved  what  energies 
fear  left.  Unmolested,  e\'en  without  celebration,  Cortez  en- 
tered Mexico.  He  and  his  army  were  royalh'  housed  and  in 
exery  way  provided  for. 

But  Cortez'  object  was  not  to  receive  hospitality.  As  a 
guard  against  bad  faith,  Montezuma  was  seized  and  required 
to  li\e  in  the  Spanish  quarters.  The  proud  monarch  could 
only  submit.  He  was  allowed  every  pri\'ilege,  but  it  was  a 
virtual  imprisonment  that  aroused  the  intense  animosity  of 
the  people. 

Alarming  intelligence  was  now  brought  to  Cortez  that 
Velasquez,  incensed  by  his  subordinate's  independence,  had 
sent  a  force  under  Narvaez  to  o\-ertake  the  conquerer  and 
bring  him  hack  to  Cuba  in  chains.  Lea\ing  Mexico  in  com- 
mand of  a  lieutenant,  Cortez  marched  with  a  small  force 
toward  Vera  Cruz. 
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Surprising  Narvaez  in  a  night  attack  at  Zempralla,  in  the 
midst  of  a  raging  thunder  storm,  Cortez,  though  with 
greatly  inferior  numliers,  was  victuriuus.  A  score  of  Nar- 
vaez's  men  were  liilled,  but  with  astonishing  artfulness  their 
comrades  were  won  over  to  the  invader's  standard,  Cortez 
thus  returning  to  Mexico,  with  a  command  in  point  of  addi- 
tional ca\alrv  and  artillery  now  in\incible. 

But  Cortez'  p(jsition  in  the  heart  of  a  hostile  city  even 
though  surrounded  by  walls  of  stone,  speedily  became  dan- 
gerous, and  trom  tlangerous  —  desperate.  His  army  grew 
fearfulh'  short  of  provisions,  and  it  was  no  longer  safe  to 
leave  the  fort,  tor  Mexicans  in  incalculable  numbers  were 
gathering  from  the  surrounding  country,  and  the  city  was 
filled  with  swartliy  warriors. 

The  Spanish  were  defeated  in  a  fierce  salh'  In  this  ex- 
tremit\-  Montezuma  appeared  on  the  walls  of  the  Spanish 
stronghold,  hoiiing  to  appease  the  rising  wrath,  but  his 
vacillating  course  had  lost  him  his  old  power  over  them. 
Their  murmurings  grew  to  a  tumult.  Stones  and  arrows 
filled  the  air,  and  Montezuma  fell  by  the  hands  of  his  (}wn 
subjects. 

The  once  mighty  monarch  soon  afterward  died  in  the 
most  pitiable  desjiair.  Cortez'  situation  was  now  desperate, 
and  he  (.lecidecl  that  he  must  force  his  way  out  of  the  cit\'. 
At  midnight  he  and  his  troops  left  their  barracks.  The  na- 
tives, however,  were  not  surprised.  It  was  a  beginning  of 
one  of  the  most  peculiarly  fought  and  one  of  the  bloodiest 
battles  in  history. 

The  Spaniards  were  attacked  from  every  side  —  even 
from  above,  for  the  natives  had    congregated    on   the  house 
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tops,  and  from  there  hurled  stones  and  javehns  with  deadly 
effect.  The  Spanish  artillery  and  muskets  worked  terrible 
havoc  amoni;'  the  natives,  hut  the)-  fought  with  a  coura.ge 
that  ever  comes  from  tlefence  of  home.  A  hundred  lives 
were  gladly  sacrificed  to  effect  the  death  of  a  single  one  of 
their  enemy.  Cortez'  progress  was  extremely  slow.  The 
bridges  over  the  canals,  that  formed  man)'  of  the  streets  had 
been  destroyed.  The  Spaniards  filleil  in  with  torn  down 
masonry  and  dead  bodies.  Thrdugh  two  days  and  a  night 
the  horrible  carnage  continued.  On  the  causeway,  all  the 
Spanish  army  except  Cortez  and  a  hundred  followers  were 
cut  off  and  killed  or  taken  prisoners. 

On  the  shores  of  Lake  Tezcuco,  Cortez  collected  his  ex- 
hausted little  band,  and  b)-  forced  marches  reached  the 
mountains  of  the  north.  Hut  the  natives  were  not  )et 
avenged  and  Cortez  touiid  himself  confronted  by  15000  war- 
painted  Mexicans.  Without  muskets  or  cannon,  all  of 
which  had  been  lost  in  the  battle  of  the  "  Dismal  Night," 
with  worn-out  horses,  and  a  hundred  men  protectetl  onl)'  b)' 
their  mail,  Cortez  rushed  desperately  to  the  attack.  He  tli- 
rected  his  onslaught  to  the  centre  of  the  dark-skinned  host 
where  floated  the  Mexican  war  banners.  He  captured  them 
and  so  superstitious  were  the  nati\'es  in  the  belief  that  their 
gods  had  deserted  them  that  the\'  no  longer  resisted  the 
Spaniards,  who  reached  in  safet)-  the  tountr\-  of  the  friendly 
Tlascalans. 

Small  pox,  another  curse  of  the  Spaniards,  unknown 
before  their  coming,  broke  out  among  the  natives  in  and 
about  Mexico  city,  and  thousands  were  swept  away  by  the 
pestilence,  the  successor  of  Montezuma  among  the  victims. 

^63 


Cortez'  ambitions  were  rather  strengthened  than  daunted 
by  disaster  and  preparations  were  made  for  a  renewal  of  the 
attempt.  Me  tactfulh'  confirmed  the  Tlascalans  in  their 
alliance,  silenced  the  op]X)sition  among  his  own  troops,  and 
decoyed  and  seized  the  soldiers  and  supplies  contained  in 
two  ships  sent  nut  by  \'alasquez.  His  force  was  thus  en- 
larged to  the  strength  of  his  original  arm\'. 

Thirteen  brigantines  were  constructed  and  from  Lepesca 
floated  into  Lake  Tezcuco,  but  the  Mexicans  had  not  been 
idle.  (iantimozin,  the  new  emperor,  had  completed  with 
considerable  military  knowledge,  defences  the  strength  nf 
which  the  Spaniards  found  to  their  dismay.  The  Spanish 
forces  moved  tn  the  attack  in  three  divisions,  Cortez  himself 
taking  commantl  of  the  brigantines.  By  strategy  (lauti- 
mozin  effected  the  in\a<.lers'  temporary  repulse,  by  which 
the  Mexicans  were  greatly  elated.  A  score  of  Spanish 
prisoners  were  tortured  and  sacrificed  nn  the  great  p\ramid 
in  the  center  of  the  city,  within  sight  of  their  ftirmer  com- 
rades. The  fulfilling  of  the  unhappy  Montezuma's  presenti- 
ment however  was  onl\'  ]iiisti)oned.  Slowly  the  natives 
were  forced  back  until  three  fourths  of  the  c'\{\  was  in  the 
possession  of  Cortez. 

Before  the  Spanish  brigantines  the  nati\e  canoes  were 
like  egg  shells,  and  the  shore  of  Lake  Tezcuco  was  covered 
with  the  drowning  bodies  of  the  Mexicans.  In  an  attempt 
to  cniss  the  lake  and  incite  his  subjects  on  the  other  shore 
(iautimozin  was  captured.  The  natives  were  entirely  dis- 
couraged by  the  loss  of  their  Emperor,  and  by  his  command 
the  city  was  surrendered.  In  August  of  1521  the  Empire 
of  the  Aztecs    ceased  to  exist.      But  there    was  no  rest  for 
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Ciirtez.  Befi.irc  the  pdllutiiii;  hotlies  nf  the  murdered  Mexi- 
cans had  been  renmxed  fnini  the  streets  soaked  with  the 
blood  of  true  mart\rs,  llie  rebuildini;-  "f  the  demolished 
portions  of  the  eit\-  In'  tlie  Spaniards  had  he.^un.  C'orte/. 
sent  many  exjiechtions  into  the  inteiior,  to  make  explorations 
and  to  i|uell  real  or  laneied  insurrections. 

In  s|)ite  of  fair  jM-omiscs  to  (iuatimozen  the  natixes  were 
treated  with  ,<;reat  cruelty  ami  many  were  reduced  to 
slavery.  A  lieutenant  of  C'ortez  sailin.i;-  round  Yucatan,  es- 
tablished a  colony  in  Honduras,  and  tteclared  himselt  inde- 
pendent of  the  S])aniar(ls  in  Mexico.  It  was  to  punish  this 
insubordination  that  Corte/  undertook  the  expedition  to 
Honduras,  a  two  \ears'  march  throu,i;h  unknown  wilds,  that 
in  danger  encountered  and  prixations  endured,  almost  passes 
belief.  And  after  all  the  sacrifices  of  life,  hajipiness  and 
treasure,  Cortez  found  there  was  no  insurrection  to  t|uell. 

Nearly  all  that  were  left  of  the  expedition  retiuaied  to 
Mexico  but  Cortez  weakened  by  disease,  remained  in  Hon- 
duras. News  reached  him  that  in  his  absence,  lumors  ol 
his  death  had  been  circulated  in  Mexico,  and  that  his  p(.iwer 
had  been  assumed  by  others. 

He  immediately  returnetl  to  Mexiid,  met  ever_\  where  with 
the  most  princely  attentions  and  honors,  and  the  usurjiers 
were  summarily  punished.  A  new  governor  however,  had 
been  sent  out  from  Spain,  with  whom  C'ortez'  relations  be- 
came anything  but  pleasant,  and  he  went  to  Si)ain  to  seek 
redress.  Returning  to  Mexico  with  a  fii'ide  Irom  the 
Spanish  nobilitv,  he  lived  for  a  time  on  his  extensive  estates. 

l^ut  his  nature  craved  excitement,  and  he  tried  unsuccess- 
lulh  to  [ilant  a  colony  in  lower  California.  Broken  down 
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in  health,  he  again  crossed  the  ocean,  but  at  the  Castilhan 
Court  he  gained  only  repulse,  and  after  two  years  of  humili- 
ation the  conc|Ucror  died,  neglected  b)-  a  nation  for  whom  he 
had  subjugated  a  continent. 


There  could  be  no  generalization  of  Cortez'  personality, 
for  his  nature  was  paradoxical  as  few  men  have  ever  been. 
He  was  brave,  fearless  in  danger;  he  was  vindictive,  in- 
human in  power.  His  patience  was  invincible,  and  his 
energy  found  limit  onl_\'  in  the  extent  of  the  realization  of 
his  ambitions. 

Before  discouragement,  and  the  seeming  im]inssible,  his 
courage  and  coolness  were  never  daunted.  With  an  execu- 
tive ability  of  high  order,   he  combined  tact  irresistible. 

Men  became  as  clay  within  the  sphere  of  his  influence, 
and  to  his  marvelous  personal  magnetism,  Cortez  owed  not 
a  small  part  of  his  unprecedented  triumphs. 

But  the  conquest  of  Me.xico  will  ever  remain  one  of  the 
darkest  pages  in  histor)-  —  the  slaughter  of  a  friendly  people 
—  the  laying  waste  of  an  unoffending  nation —  can  find  no 
vindication . 

For  gold  the  Spaniards  murdered.  ( )\'er  the  tlead  bodies 
of  innocents  they  raised  the  cross,  and  with  confidence  the\' 
referred  their  victory  to  the  Ciod  of  Israel.  The  conquest 
of  Mexico  prosecuted  in  all  its  bloody  details  in  the  name  of 
Christ,  as  a  stain  on  the  Christian  religion  can  never  be 
effaced. 

Is  a  religion  to  be  judged  bv  its  fruits? 
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BREAK,  BREAK,  BREAK 


Break,  break,  break 

On  the  cokl  gray  stones,  O  sea ! 
And  I  would  that  my  tongue  coukl  utter 

The  thoughts  that  arise  in  me. 

O,  well  for  the  fisherman's  boy 

That  he  shouts  with  his  sister  at  play  ! 

O,  well  for  the  sailor  lad 

That  he  sings  in  his  boat  on  the  bay  ! 

And  the  stately  ships  go  on, 

To  the  haven  under  the  hill  ; 
But  O,  for  a  touch  of  a  \anished  hand, 

And  the  sound  of  a  voice  that  is  still  ! 

Break,  break,  break 

At  the  foot  of  thy  crags,  O  sea  ! 
But  the  tender  grace  of  a  day  that  is  dead 

Will  ne\er  come  back  t(.)  nie. 

Alfred    Tniinistiii . 
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SALT  LAKE  CITY 


HE  reader  knows  l)ut  little  of  the  hard 
study,  miles  of  travel,  and  expense,  Ralph 
[Hit  intd  his  "  Modern  Zion  "'  to  prepare 
the  story  and  the  illustrations  for  the  [juhlisher.  He 
made  a  trip  from  Colorado  Springs  to  Salt  Lake 
City  with  the  combined  idea  of  pleasure,  health  and 
collection  of  facts  for  his  story.  Oyer  the  Rocky 
mountains  he  traveled  largely  by  stage  coach— for 
two  reasons  —  he  enjoyed  the  experience  and  he  be- 
lieyed  it  healthful. 

Knowing  as  I  now  do,  all  the  details  of  travel  and 
hard  study  in  connection  with  this  article,  I  feel  sure 
that   his  anticipated  health  benefit  was  not  realized. 

His  good  judgment  and  at  all  times  extreme  self 
care  in  the  interest  of  the  cure,  induced  us  to  allow 
him  to  plan  and  carry  out  the  trip  to  his  own  liking. 
He  was  in  his  eighteenth  year  when  he  made  the 
trip  and  wrote  the  story.  I  believe  his  friends  who 
read  it  carefully  will  find  therein  evidence  of  self- 
education,  historic  research  and  command  of  lan- 
guage not  often  attained  by  a  boy  of  his  age. 
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He  deals  with  his  subject  honestly  after  a  careful 
study  of  history  in  connection  therewith  and  per- 
sonal study  of  the  situation  as  he  saw  it. 

By  advice  of  his  [:)hvsician  this  article  ended  his 
magazine  work.  It  occupied  the  position  of  honor 
in  the  June  number,  1901,  of  "The  Land  of  Sun- 
shine ". 

TFIF,  Mf)I)F,I!N  ZIOX 

In  1.S27  jiiseph  Smith  tudk  out  a  franchise  for  the  con- 
structiiin  of  a  brand-new  mute  to  Paradise,  and,  inventing, 
or  otherwise  producing,  the  Book  of  Mormon,  started  the 
strangest  rehgii:)us  and  social  phenomenon  of  the  nineteenth 
century.  Orthodo.x  Mormonisn  says  that  Smith,  under  the 
divine  guidance  of  the  Angel  Maroni,  discovered  near  Man- 
chester, Ontario  County,  New  York,  two  golden  plates  en- 
graved in  unknown  characters;  that  Smith,  aided  by  miracu- 
lous spectacles  found  with  the  plates,  was  able  to  understand 
the  cryptogram  and  to  translate  into  English  what  proved  to 
be  the  sacred  historx,  as  inscribed  b\-  their  prophet  Mormon, 
a  branch  of  the  Israelitish  people,  the  Nephites  and  the 
Lamanites,  who  had  inhabited  the  American  continent  at  a 
pre-historic  tlate.  The  result  was  the  Book  of  Mormon. 
In  a  room  of  the  Smith  farmhouse  in  1830,  Joseph  Smith 
and  five  others  organized  the  Church  of  Jesus  Christ  of 
Latter  Day  Saints. 

The  tidings  being  spread  abroad  that  a  new  dispensation 
had  been  j^roclaimed  of  God  through  his  prophet  Joseph, 
converts  multiplied.     Other  creeds,  however,  evincing  bitter 
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ami  relentless  eninit\',  the  leiulini;-  men  (if  the  newl)-  tduiided 
ehureh,  leaving  an  Mastern  base  at  Kirtland,  l)hi(),  traveletl 
to  Missouri,  where  in  the  wilderness  they  hoped  to  be  unilis- 
turbed  in  laying"  the  foundations  for  the  New  Jerusalem. 
With  the  zeal  peculiar  to  a  new  faith,  its  missionaries  all 
over  the  eountr\  were   at  woik.      Meanwhile,  the    looketl-lor 


EAGLE  GATE  (ORIGINALLY   A  TOLL-GATE  TO   CITY   CREEK   CANON    ROAD) 

peace  was  not  secured  in  Missouri ;  harrassed  by  continual 
opposition  culminating  in  ci\il  war  and  the  violent  subversion 
of  Mormon  rights,  the  expulsion  of  the  saints  from  Missouri 
was  accomplished  in  1840.  A  townsite  in  the  western  ]3art 
of  Illinois,  on  the  Mississippi   river,  offered   by  the  pe(5ple  of 

that  State,  was  accepted  and  named  Nauvoo,  and  the  saints 
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set  about  the  re-lncatinn  of  then  Jerusalem.  But  New 
lenisalems  someliow  were  nni  popular  with  the  !;entiles,  nor 
were  the  religious  pretensions  ol  Joseph  Smith.  In  i  S44 
the  founder  of  Mormonism  was  shametulh'  murdered  at 
Carthage,  Missouri,  and  liriL^hani  \'ouiig  was  eleeted  to  the 
presidency  of  the  ehunh.  Alter  two  years  more  of  wiang- 
ling  with  the  State  authorities,  notice  was  serxed  on  the 
Mormon  organization  that  it  must  lea\e  Illinois.  An  army 
of  pseudo-militia  enforced  the  decree.  The  injustice  of  this 
proceeding,  compelling  the  Mormons  to  sell  their  homes  and 
their  goods  at  whate\er  price  the  gentiles  were  willing  to 
pay,  reduced  them  from  a  prosperous  community  of  20,000 
people  to  a  band  of  im|)o\erished  wanderers.  The  great 
e.xodus  to  LTah  began  in  September  of  '46,  with  the  hard- 
ships of  winter  just  approaching,  and  the  vanguard,  headed 
by  Brigham  Young,  entered  the  valle)'  of  the  (ireat  Salt 
Lake  in  July  of  i  847. 

Tills  is  brief  church  history.  That  Joseph's  family  were 
ignorant  [leople  of  the  backwoods;  that  Joseph  himself,  pvc- 
vious  to  his  bonanza  strike  of  the  golden  plates,  had  been  a 
mere  country  nobody,  should  not  pre\ent  the  fair  considera- 
tion of  a  sect  that  has  ontli\etl  him.  Joseph  was  not  a 
charlatan,  if  he  was,  as  we  see  it,  a  fanatic.  Whether  or 
not  Smith  himself  believed  in  his  assumptions  of  tli\ine  in- 
struction is  a  matter  of  opinion.  Modern  Catholicism  is 
not  judged  b\-  the  hu|uisition  ;  modern  Protestanism  is  not 
the  bigotry  that  burned  "  witches  "  t(.)  the  plaudits  of  the 
Salem  Puritans;  and  modern  Mormonism  is  not  to  be  tried 
by  the  shortcomings  of  its  pioneers. 

There  are  two  things   to  be  asked   of  a  religion  —  what  it 
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has  done,  and  what  it  beheves.  The  pitv  is  that  the  first  is 
asked  last  and  the  last  first ;  and  it  is  not  less  true  than  it  is 
deploraljle,  that  let  religion  enter  the  discussion,  and  preju- 
dice antl  abuse,  like  HaiH|Ui)'s  .u'hcist,  upset  the  feast  of 
reason. 

As  re<;'ards  the  Mormon  question,  the  American  iienjile 
should  be  blissful  to  the  limit,  if  ignorance  is  bliss  —  which 
it  is  not.  Everything,  nearh',  that  has  been  written  on 
Mormonism  has  been  from  partisan  bias,  ou  one  side  or  the 
other,  and  aimed  apparentl)-  not  at  impartialit\-,  but  at  the 
most  original  vituiK'ration. 

Benevolent  reformers,  who  ha\e  tounil  more  agreeable 
working  in  Utah  than  among  the  saloons  and  hell-holes  of 
the  New  York  "  Tenderloin,"  have  approached  the  enemv's 
camp  from  an  entirely  wrong  direction  —  namely,  on  the 
side  of  religion  and  morality.  The  religion  of  the  Latter 
Day  Saints  is  nobody's  business — if  the  Constitution  ex- 
tends to  Utah —  and  their  moralit\-,  the  irresponsible  testi- 
mony of  their  revilers  to  the  contrar\'  notwithstanding,  was 
at  least  as  high  as  that  of  the  gentiles  who  cast  them  out. 

Polygamy,  come  to  be  thought  of  as  s\'nonymous  with 
Mormonism,  was  not  taught  at  the  beginning.  It  was  the 
result  of  the  last  "revelation"  of  Joseph  Smith,  din'ing  the 
residence  in  Nauvoo  in  1^4^,  and  was  not  openl\- proclaimed 
a  tenet  of  the  Mormon  church  until  tiie  Saints  were  safely 
settled  in  the  fastnesses  of  Utah.  In  that  it  bound  them 
together  still  more  fiinih-  as  a  jteculiar  people,  polygamy 
added  strength  to  the  Mormon  oi'ganization  ;  in  that  it  sacri- 
ficed, if  not  the  support,  at  least  the  neutralit\-,  of  all  intelli- 
gent people,  it  was   Brigham   Young's  one  monumental  mis- 
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take.  Polygamy  as  an  institiitinn  is  a  return  to  the  bar- 
barism of  the  Hebrew  patiiarehs.  It  isinimnral  not  because 
it  is  worse  than  sexual  conilitinns  in  New  York  antl  ("hitago ; 
it  is  better.  It  is  immoral  because  it  degrades  the  home  to 
a  harem  and  womanhood  t(i  inferinrity.  But  as  regards  the 
alleged  servility  of  MornKin  women,  it  is  interesting  t(]  kmiw 


LION'     AND       BEE-HIVE'     HOUSES  I  FORM  El,  ^  .     :  n  L    ,- ..  :.:^^    ^  ,     „;,,..H.AM 
YOUNG'S    FAMILY,    NOW    HEAD  OFFICES  OF  THE   MORMON   CHURCH) 

that  ill  1S70  equal  suffrage  was  granted  the  women  of  l^tah 
by  the  territorial  legislature,  and  though  the  act  was  made 
little  use  of,  it  was  the  first  American  acknowledgment  of 
w'omen's  political  right.  I'dlvgamy  is  a  past  issue.  The 
Mormon  church  belie\es  as  thoroughly  as  it  ever  did  that 
polygamy,  sanctioned  by  the  Uld  Testament,  is  a  di\-ine  in- 
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stitutiim.  Havini;-  sworn  to  nbcy  the  laws  of  the  United 
States,  it  renounees  a  marria!;e  relation  so  shockinj^"  to 
peojile  who  go  to  church  every  Sunday  and  accejjt  without 
a  murmur  the  harems  of  Abraham,  David  and  Solomon. 
There  is  some  polygamy  still  in  Utah,  because,  after  ha\in,i; 
served  his  sentence,  a  man  cannot  be  constrained  I  mm 
living-  with  the  wi\es  he  already  had,  providing  he  marries 
no  more.  The  late  notorious  Roberts  case  has  forexer 
settled  this  long  mooted  t|uestion.  It  has  brought  grudging 
conviction  to  the  most  reluctant  that  plural  marriage  will  not 
be  tolerated. 

The  religion  of  the  Latter  Day  Saints  is  simply  the 
literal  acceptation  of  the  Bible,  together  with  the  Hook 
of  Mormon  and  the  jjretended  revelations  of  Joseph  Smith, 
which  supplement  the  Hebrew  scriptures  without  apparent 
conflict.  Mormonism  is  the  working  out  to  their  logical, 
literal  conclusions  of  the  jirecepts  of  the  Old  Testament. 
This  rule  of  conduct,  however  incompatible  with  modern 
civilization,  is  no  one's  affair  until  it  antagonizes  the  laws  of 
the  United  States. 

The  very  spirit  of  the  Mormon  church  is  collectivism;  not 
only  in  spiritual  affairs  has  the  church  demanded  dictator- 
ship, but  in  worldly  matters  as  well.  In  the  days  of  Brig- 
ham  Young  the  Saints  voted  implicitly  as  he  advised  — 
voted  as  a  unit  —  and  the  gentiles  in  Salt  Lake  City,  thus 
hopelessly  outnumbered  against  the  unbroken  ballot  of  the 
Mormons,  became  a  minority  totally  without  political  influ- 
ence. In  their  clannishness  in  business  affairs  and  their 
domination  in  politics  consists  the  one  danger  of  Mormon- 
ism, for  the  very  keystone  of  the  Republic  is  the  separation 
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of  Church  and  State.  Since  Utah  added  the  last  star  to 
"Old  (iliir\"  in  '96,  the  Mormons  ha\e  dividetl  quite 
equally  between  the  two  great  parties. 

Apart  from  all  consideration  of  its  sincerity  or  righteous- 
ness, the  story  of  the  Mormon  organization  —  beginning 
among  uneducated  farmers,  nuiltiplying  against  persecution 
the  most  bitter  since  that  of  the  Jews,  dri\en  from  city  to 
cit\-  with  indignity  and  outrage,  accomplishing  without 
mone\-  a  journey  of  1500  miles  across  pathless  prairie  and 
mountains,  transforming  aritlit\'  into  tertilitv  and  a  wilder- 
ness into  townshijis  —  is  a  modern  miracle  of  the  possibili- 
ties of  co-operation,  when  ]irinciples  and  puri^ose  are  united. 
It  is  not  to  be  disputed  that  the  mass  of  Mormon  converts 
have  been  from  ignorant  people;  few  proselytes  ha\'e  been 
made  from  among  the  educated.  Mormonism's  greatest  re- 
cruiting stations  in  the  early  days  were  the  poverty  stricken, 
and  constrained  factory  towns  of  England.  To  such  classes 
the  Mormon  missionaries  promised  not  onh'  a  heaven  in  the 
future,  but  an  actual  home  in  the  present  — promised  cheaji 
trans]X)rtation  to  Utah,  with  free  land  and  church  aid  when 
it  was  reached.  The  Mormon  church  has  not  lieen  built  on 
doctrinal  assertion  ;  it  has  grown  through  the  material  im- 
provement and  protection  it  has  offered  to  its  members. 
Scoffers  at  the  religion  of  l^righam  Young  may  profitabl)' 
ponder  this  ]ioint. 

But  if  the  new  Mormon  settlements  lacked  for  books, 
they  did  not  lack  for  brains.  The  diversity  of  skilled 
artisans  included  in  the  jiioneers  of  Salt  Lake  Cit)'  was  its 
best  assurance  of  success.  A  traveler  in  1856  said  that 
"from  the  shoeing  of  a  horse  to  the  most  delicate  watch  re- 
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ixiirin,^-.  anvthin.i;-  can  he  dcmc  in  Salt  Lake  City."  It  was 
just  stall  c()n\cits  that  the  chuirh  wanted.  Over  this 
stran-cly  j;atheied  ixiinilatinii  Hri.nhani  Young  ohtained  an 
aseendancy  unparalleled.  He  hekl  their  respect  as  tempciral 
ruler  and  their  reverence  as  a  tiod-given  leader,  and  his 
irenius,    backed    bv    his    authoritx    in    crganizatiDn,    accuni- 


THE    MAIN    STREET  OF   SALT    LAKE   CITY 


plished  wimderful  things.  Hrigham  dnuhtless  was  a  very 
\v(irldl)-  i.)r()phet,  but  he  was  an  extraordinar)-  man,  whnse 
career  will  jirnbably  never  be  duijlicated. 

It  is  a  far  cry  fri)m  a  Ing  tnrt   in  the  midst  <if  a  sage  brush 

desert  to  the  Salt  Lake   C'it_\  of  today,  the  mcxlern  Zi^n,  set 

in  one  of  the  world's  most  heautitui  \alle\s,  with  the  Jordan 

flowing  by  its  side,  with  the  snow-eaiiijeil  W'ahsatch  a  barrier 
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to  the  north,  the  \crdaiit  ()i|iiiiih  puiplc  to  the  south,  ami 
at  the  west  the  shimmerini;',  silent  waters  of  the  ,i;reat  Dead 
Sea.  Take  down  your  dusty  atlas  and  compare  the  .neoi;- 
raphy  of  the  Promised  Land  of  Utah  with  the  Holy  Land 
of  Palestine  —  the  similarity  is  not  fanciful.  Here  is  in- 
deed a  promised  land  —a  valley  lovely  in  its  fertility  ;  a  city 
rich  in  its  present,  ,t;"reat  in  its  future.  The  same  rcli,i;ious 
sect  that  built  the  loy  fort  in  '47  has  done  this.  There  are 
60,000  i)eople  in  Salt  Lake  City;  in  Utah,  300,000.  In 
Salt  Lake  City  the  Mormons  are  about  65  per  cent.,  in 
Utah  about  75  per  cent. 

There  is  a  .L;'lamour  of  mystery,  of  romance  —  if  \ou  will, 
of  -ildetl  law  breakini;-  —  about  Salt  Lake  City  that  disap- 
pears at  close  range.  Some  ignorant  prejudices,  perhaps, 
will  also  disappear.  The  tourist  —  that  guileless  individual 
—  if  he  gets  beyond  the  disreputable  railroad  depot,  will 
find  hotels  in  Salt  I,ake  City,  will  find  electric  cars,  a  post- 
office  ;  will  find  schools,  churches,  theatres;  will  find 
business  being  conducted  by  Mormon  and  gentile  side  b\' 
side  ;  will  find  a  high  tone  of  society  and  morals —  or  every 
one  to  his  taste,  a  tone  in  the  octave  sub  contra.  He  will 
n(.)t  be  held  up  by  Mormon  bandits,  sa\e  the  restaurant 
keeper  and  the  laundr\-  man,  and  he  will  not  be  opportunetl 
to  take  unto  himself  another  wife.  He  will  conclude,  in 
short,  that  there  is  not  much  difference  between  these  Utah 
"Saints  "  and  other  saints  and  sinners  he  has  known,  and 
further,  that  this  Mormon  capital,  albeit  he  is  loath  to  admit 
it,  c]uite  surpasses  the  city  of  60,000  people  that  he  hailed 
from  "  in  the  East." 

Of  paramount  interest,  of  course,  are  the  famous  buildings 
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of  the  Mormon  church  contained  in  Temple  Square.  They 
are  justly  famous.  The  Temple,  bei;un  in  1853  and  com- 
pleted in  1S94,  is,  with  the  single  exception  of  St  Patrick's 
Cathedral  in  New  York,  the  most  e.xpensive  ecclesiastical 
edifice  in  this  country,  costing  over  six  millions.  The  gen- 
tile may  gaze  with  admiratinn  on  its  massive  gray  granite 
walls  and  towers,  but  his  imagination  must  fill  in  the  rest  — 
as  it  generally  does,  with  varying  results.  The  threshold  to 
the  magnificent  interior  ma\-  be  crossed  onl\-  by  the  most 
faithful  of  the  Saints,  high  in  the  standing  nf  the  church. 

The  Tabernacle,  while  distinctlv  not  a  thing  of  beauty,  is 
the  most  wonderful  building  in  America  on  three  counts  ; 
its  shape,  which  resembles  a  monstrous  turtle-back  a  hun- 
dred feet  high  ;  its  size,  a  seating  capacity  for  12,000  people  ; 
its  acoustic  properties,  which  carry  a  speaker's  \-oice  to  its 
remotest  part.  This  unique  architectural  triumph  was 
finished  by  Mormon  workers  in  1S70.  The  Tabernacle 
organ,  also  testimiin\  <>f  Mormon  genius,  is  one  of  the  largest 
in  the  world.  It  has  nn  less  than  2,600  pipes  some  as  big 
as  the  smokestack  nf  a  Mississippi  steamboat.  Tiered  about 
the  organ  sits  a  choir  of  500  \'oices.  Go  to  the  Tabernacle 
some  Sunday  afternoon,  when  the  Saints  convene  for  their 
weekly  worshij),  and.  between  the  earnest  sermons  of  church 
dignitaries,  listen  to  the  music  ol  the  great  organ  and  the 
choir.  Can  these  be  the  horse-thieves,  murderers,  adult- 
erers that  )()u  ha\e  read  about  ?  This  stirring  symphony 
—  is  it  produced  by  religdous  humbugs  and  civic  outlaws  .^ 
Soon  after  the  terrible  coal  mine  disaster  at  Schofield  in 
1900,  the  musicians  of  Salt  Lake  City  combined  in  a  memo- 
rable concert  at  the    Tabernacle    for  the  benefit  of  the  suf- 
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ferers.  It  was  a  serninn  in  sduiul.  Nut  aimthcr  city  in  tlic 
Union,  of  Salt  Lake's  size,  could  have  equaled  it  in  musical 
excellence. 

The  leaven  of  evolution  is  in  Mmnionism  as  in  all  other 
creeds.  The  saints  are  broadening;  <iut  Ironi  their  nwn  little 
world  int"  the  lari;"er  workl  ;   are   cnmin,:;"  to  understantl  that 


INTERIOR  OF  THE  TABERNACLE     SHOWING   THE  GREAT   ORGAN 

there  is  knowledge  to  be  sought  outside  the  Bible  and  the 
Hook  of  Mormon.  Mormons  are  nothing  if  not  consistent, 
)et  this  ver\-  consistency  has  brought  their  education  into 
reproach.  Your  learned  ortho(.lnx  professc.)r  ma>-  on  Sundav 
subscribe  to  the  stor)'  of  fig-lea\ed  ancestors,  of  a  sun  that 
stood  still,  of  a  Red  Sea  that,  like  the  professor's  hair,  parted 
in  the  middle.  When  he  enters  his  class-room  ne.xt  morn- 
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ing,  he  expounds  the  dictum  cif  science  and  cummon  sense  ; 
otherwise  he  loses  his  job.  The  Mormon  pedagogue,  on 
the  contrary,  has  in  times  jxrst  taught  the  same  thing  in 
school  that  he  professed  to  believe  in  church — and  Utah's 
]iublic  education  has  to  thank  the  gentiles  for  its  redemption. 
L'tah  schools  of  the  present   efficiently  do  their  work. 

A  daily  paper  is  an  official  organ  of  the  Mormon  church 
—  tlie  Deseret  EyEN'iN(,  News — a  well  edited  sheet, 
fullv  the  equal  of  its  two  Salt  Lake  cuntemporaries.  Dese- 
ret, by  the  way,  is  a  word  that  often  jnizzles  Utah  tourists. 
It  means  "  honey-bee,"  and  is  found  in  the  Bo(.ik  of  Ether 
of  the  Book  of  Mormon.  As  signifying  thrift  and  industry, 
the  cardinal  Mormon  characteristics,  it  has  been  much  used 
b\  them.  Indeed  the  pr<i\isional  gnvernment  organized 
previous  to  Utah's  admission  as  a  teiritory  was  called  the 
"  State  of  Deseret." 

The  railroad  reaching  from  tlie  city  to  the  Great  Salt 
Lake  is  a  business  investment  of  the  Mormon  Church,  as  is 
also  the  famous  Saltair  Pavilion,  built  on  piling  a  half  mile 
into  the  lake.  The  Great  Salt  Lake  shares  with  the  Mor- 
mons the  traveler's  interest  in  LUah  —  and  is  as  little  under- 
stood. An  inland  sea,  set  in  a  mountain  rimmed  basin 
4,000  feet  above  the  ocean  ;  a  hundred  miles  long  and  thirty 
wide  ;  of  an  average  depth  of  only  20  feet  and  a  ma.ximum 
of  60;  1 8  per  cent,  of  solids  as  against  23  per  cent,  in  the 
Asiatic  Dead  Sea  and  3.5  in  the  Atlantic  Ocean  — so  much 
is  known.  The  sluggish,  pale  green  waters,  in  which  no 
living  thing  exists,  tell  not  the  unknown  secrets  of  the  cen- 
turies. Once  the  great  Salt  Lake  was  fresh  —  as  large  as 
Lake  Huron,  as  plainly-marked  water  lines  on  the  surround- 
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ing  mountains  indicate  —  and  where  stands  the  temple  now 
the  waters  then  were  850  feet  deep.  The  commercial  value 
of  the  salt  that  this  wcmderful  lake  contains  is  astounding  to 
calculate ;  a  salt  refinery  already  in  operation  produces  the 
finest  kind  of  the  table  article.  Bathing  in  the  Great  Salt 
Lake  is  a  novelty  and  a  tlclight.  To  sink  is  impossible,  for 
the  body  is  like  a  cmk  in  the  singular  water.  Suicides, 
however,  need  not  despair,  for  so  deadly  saline  is  the  water 
that  a  few  swallows  will  suffice. 

The  ckmcing  Hour  in  minaretted  Saltair  Fayilion  is  the 
largest  in  America.  Here,  from  cradle  tn  crutches,  the 
people  of  "  Zion  "  dance.     Generous  patrons  of  all  amuse- 


CENTER   OF   SALTAIR    PAVILION      BUILT   ON    PILING    ONE-HALF    MILE 
INTO  GREAT   SALT   LAKE 
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AMELIA   PALACE",    BUILT   BY    BRIGHAM    YOUNG    FOR    HIS   FAVORITE   WIFE 


ments  (which,   aniiin<;'  the  orthodox,  aie  invariably  prccciled 
by  prayer),  dancing  is  the  great  Mormon  pastime. 

The  Mormon  settlers  of  L^tali  were  the  pioneers  in  the 
reclamation  of  arid  America.  The  July  da\'  in  '47,  when 
Hrigham  Young  diverted  the  waters  of  City  Creek  to  wet 
the  parched,  unpromising  alkali  soil  of  Salt  Lake  \'alley, 
risking  his  last  bushel  of  potatoes  c)n  the  experiment,  was 
momentous  in  possibilities  for  the  West  and  for  the  nation. 
It  was  the  first  effort  b)-  Anglo-Sa.xons  to  ]irovide  a  substi- 
tute in  the  absence  of  natural  rainfall.  Thus  it  was  that 
necessity  became  the  mother  of  a  civilization  that  sprang 
into  being  with  a  thousand  miles  of  wilderness  on  every  side. 
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Irrigation  and  intelligent  criojjeration — each  futile  without 
the  other  —  are  the  entluring  foundations  of  M<irmon  suc- 
cess. It  remained  for  Utah  first  to  prove  the  practicability 
of  associative  enterprise.  To  generations  of  future  Ameri- 
cans destined  to  co]3e  with  many  clamorous  social  problems 
of  the  i)resent,  this  will  grow  to  a  classic  distinction.  The 
solution  of  the  national  Cjuestion  of  "surplus  lands  and  sur- 
plus people  "  is  the  contribution  of  the  Mormon  Ccimmon- 
vvealth  to  American  history. 


Kven  Id  //ml  Inilli  irliiih  /ml  l/ic  xcni/i/iiini:  dJ' Jh/xc/ioiii/  irt'iirx, 
(t    nmii   if  /io.\.yi/i/i\    sliiiit/t/   /lar  /i/s   /tji.s. 

—  l)iiiili-'s    "  InJ'cnio".    Ciiiilii    \I  I. 


Ao/    (III   (/(iiriii/   /i/iiiii(:\    iiiir   iiiii/cr   s/iildf   iij'  cuiiiqii/    ivpiisiiig, 
J'aiiii'   IS   iron  : 

I  aii(/ni.\/i   l/iii   ii'i'd ri ness . 

—     Iiiji'nio",    t'/iiilo    XXII 
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OFF-HAND         PEN         SKETCH         BY        RALRH 
TITLE       PAGE       OF       ONE       OF       HIS       F'MOTO       ALBUMS 


OUR  WINTER  HOME 


(  )lv  the  benefit  of  the  reader  let  me  say  that 
Ralph's  writini^s  herein  end  with  his  Salt 
Lake  Citv  article,  "  'I'he  Modern  Zion." 
The  letters  which  follow  are  descriptive  of  various 
overland  journeys  we  made  during-  our  fourteen 
months  in  California  on  horseback,  with  carriages 
and  with  a  full-grown  camping  outfit. 

Because  these  tri])s  were  planned  and  carried  out 
specially  for  the  benefit  of  Rali^h's  health,  and  be- 
cause he  was  ever  present,  is  why  I  have  decided  to 
publish  them  in  his  "Scrap  Hook."  A  young  news- 
paper correspondent  living  in  Pasadena,  whom  we 
will  call  "  Noot,"  accompanied  us  on  our  hunting 
and  camping-out  trips.  In  order  to  give  Ralph  all 
possible  benefit  of  these  "roughing  it"  experiences, 
it  was  decided  that  he  should  do  no  literary  work. 
He  acted  in  the  capacity  of  "chef"  and  (using  his 
own  language)  "camera  fiend,"  while  "Noot"  and 
myself  wrote  the  clumsy  letters  in  connection  there- 
with. Letter  No.  i,  published  in  the  "  Lawrence 
Telegram,"  in  the  interest  of  ovu"  Lawrence  friends, 
is  a  description  of  our  winter  home  after  leaving  our 
cloth  tent  in  the  mountains  where  we  had  spent  five 
months. 
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Altadena.  Cal.,  Jan.  i6,  1S97. 

Dear  Editor  and  Telei.ram  Readers; — 

On  (Jctnbcr  19  last,  we  left  "  Ye  Alpine  Tavern  "  in  the 
mountains  antl  located  in  our  winter  home  on  a  miniature 
ranch  nearly  mitlway  between  Pasadena  and  the  base  of  the 
mountains. 


--Qv\r  IVudl^tl\^^^ 


Y\<li\\Nvv4H''W/-YW^^^^    ^Thc  lY\<l^5>lUttscl\5  \Kt\     ^_..- 


PHOTOS   AT     RALPH 


FOUR   VIEWS  OF   THE   "  NEW    MASSACHUSETTS    INN  ' 
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Orange  Orchard   taken   from   the   window 
Train   going  twenty    miles   an   hour 


W'c  are  at   Altadcna,  iinl\    two  hlcirks    fnim    the    Mi  unit 
Liiwc  railmatl  statinn,  and  Ituir  hldiks  fnini  the  eleetrie  luail 
tn  Pasadena  and  Ijis   An- 
geles. 

reiha])s  a  brief  de- 
seriptinn  nt  nwx  winter 
lionie  would  he  interest- 
ing to  Lawrenee  Iriends. 
Tlie  area  of  the  grounds 
is  one  aere.  It  is  siu"- 
rounded  on  three  sides  by 
a  wel!-l<ept  cypress  hedge. 
The  Innldinns  consist 
of  an   eii;'ht-room    cottage 

liouse,  a  barn  with  a  large  corral   attachment,   and   a   ••high- 
toned",  ■' coUege-bretl  "  chicken  liouse. 

The  house  is  a  modern 
affair,  ver\-  ciisy  and   con- 
\eineiit,     with    paidnr    and 
sitting-room   com  hi  ii  e  d  , 
dining-room  and  hall  com- 
bined,   into     which     open 
botli  front  and  back  doors, 
kitclien,      screen     room, 
three   sleei)ing   rooms  and 
bath    I'oom  —  all    on    one 
floor.      The  house   is   well 
furnished     throughout,     a 
fine  niiright   piano,  roU-toji  writing  desk,  and  other  thmgs  to 
nialcli  ;     also,     a     lo.\    terrier,    with    a    docked    tail,    and    a 
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Our   feline  eradicator  —  a    part   and   parcel   of 
"The    New    Massachusetts   Inn' 


nickle-plated,  six-barrelled  revolver.  The  dog  is  generally 
harmless.  His  specialty,  however,  is  an  unceasing  effort  to 
depopulate  the  earth  of  felines. 

When  her  catshij)  seeks  refuge  in  a  tree,  he  joins  her 
therein.  If  she  transfers  her  personality  from  said  tree  to 
the  housetop,  to  avoid  his  company,  he  follows  her  to  the 
very  ridge  pole  without  invitation,  where  he  immediately 
proceeds  to  make  himself  an  un]>leasant  cat  companion,  e\en 
a  bore. 

On  one  occasion,  while  enio)ing  a  run  with  Ralpli  ;iii(l 
myself  on  horseback,  he  gave  chase  to  a  cat,  followed  her 
into  the  kitchen  of  her  own  home  and  actually  murderetl 
her  on  the   spdt. 

The  revolver  is  harmless  from  the  fact  that  no  one  in  the 
house  knows  how  to  use  it. 

I  speak  of  the  harmless  features  n\  the  dog  and  shooting 
iron  that  "ur  Lawrence  frienils  ma\  led  free  to  call  on  us 
unarmed. 

The  barn  is  furnished  with  hurses,  harnesses,  buggy,  a 
man's  and  woman's  saddle,  and  the  ihitken  hmise  is  tur- 
nished  with  hens  and  roosters  (if  the  I'Uniouth  Kock  variety, 
all  of  which  refuse  tn  ]:i\  as  many  eggs  as  we  can  eat. 

The  purest  of  pure  water  is  piped  direct  from  the  moun- 
tains to  the  house  and  barn,  with  fue  hvdrants  in  the 
grounds  for  irrigating,  and  with  hot  water  attachment  in  the 
house. 

Around  the  barn  and  hen  liouse  and  corrals  are  many 
eucalyptus  trees,  planted  ]iiu"[>osel\-  for  shade  for  the  horses 
and  hens. 

From  the  street  to  the  house  and   barn  is  an  oblong  ilrive, 
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lined  nil  cither  side  with    ei,L;hty-three   rose  bushes  and  other 
flowers  anil  shrubs  too  numerous  to  mention. 

An  interesting- fact  in  connection  with  these  rose  bushes 
and  flowers  is  that,  with  proper  care,  the)'  are  almost  con- 
tinuousU-  in  bloom. 


-^-^ 
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NEW    MASSACHUSETTS    INN"    SCENES  —  INDOOR   AND  OUT 


In  the  Ljrounds  are  thirtv-fi\'e  oran.g-e  trees  and  three 
lemon  trees,  nearly  all  in  fruit  ;  also  apricot,  peach,  f\\i,  apple, 
[jrune,  loi|uet  and  guava. 

For  ornamental  trees  there  are  the  rubber  tree,  jiine, 
29s 


pepper,  acacia,  (three  varieties,)  liird  of  paradise,  magnolia, 
jackaranda,  two  each  of  large  ]ialm  trees  and  century  plants, 
also  a  large  date  palm  and  a  drissina  palm. 

Among  the  shrubs  are  the  laurestina,  lantana,  flowering 
maple,  white  arbutelon,  lemon  verbena,  r(.)semary,  oleander 
anil  many  others  bevmid  my  hot  house  vocabulary  and  too 
difficult  to  spell  to  fit  my  little  red  schoolhouse  orthography. 

For  a  money  considerati(.)n  of  S25  per  month  the  owner 
of  this  combination  of  domestic  comfort  walked  out  and  we 
walked  in. 

It  is  quite  the  thing  here  to  rent,  during  the  tourist  sea- 
son, evervthing  that  a  man  possesses  on  earth,  excepting  his 
false  teeth,  tn^th  brush,  wife  and  children. 

On  October  27,  California  had  her  first  rainfall.  Three 
and  one-half  inches  fell,  which  old  Californians  sa)-  is  the 
heaviest  they  have  ever  seen  so  early. 

Water  is  king  here;  consequenth'  this  event  caused  Cali- 
fornia to  commence  hugging  herself.  Add  to  this  the  great 
American  jubilee  caused  by  the  result  of  the  day's  doings 
of  Nov.  4,  1S96,  and  the  intelligent  citizens  of  this  "  Lanti 
of  Sunshine"  and  flowers  are  happy  indeed. 

This  three  and  one-half  inches  of  rain  was  the  first  that 
has  fallen  since  last  April  —  six  months  of  continuous  sun- 
shine in  the  mountains,  with  oiiK'  an  occasional  foggy  morn- 
ing in  the  valley.  Is  it  any  wonder  that  the  commence- 
ment of  the  rainy  season  insjiires  the  Californian  to  Thanks- 
giving.' The  first  autumn  rain  is  the  connnencement  of 
California's  springtime,  immediateh-  alter  which  the  ranch- 
men commence  ploughing,  sowing  and  cultivating  their 
fruit  orchards. 
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Seed  time  here  is  measured  bv  the  len,£;th  of  the  rainy 
season.  The  immense  territor\'  sown  to  i^rain  cannot  well 
be  done  in  a  few  short  weeks,  as  is  dnne  in  New  Enj^lancl. 

With  farmers  havini;"  ^nud  irrii^ating  faciHties,  seedtime 
is  ne\er  uxor.      They  can  plant  and  sow  any  time  in  the  \'ear 
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PHOTON      eV     RALPH 

INDOOR   AND  OUTDOOR    SCENES   AT     '  NEW    MASSACHUSETTS   INN  ' 

and  be  sure  of  a  crop. 

Very  soon  after  the  first  rain,  that  part  nf  the  landsca]>e 
made  brown  b\'  tlie  lonj;  scasim  df  dinuth  commences  to 
look  ijreen. 
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Tile'  lar,e;c  area  of  newly  sown  i^rain  and  distant  .t,'Tazini;' 
lands  and  hills  are  clianj;"in,i;  frum  hmwn  to  j;i"een,  while  the 
tjrass  and  wild  flowers  are  sprin^'ini;  into  lile  in  field  and  by 
the  roadside. 

The  summer's  dust  is  washed  froni  the  wiklerness  of  fruit 
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AT   "  THE    NEW    MASSACHUSETTS    INN  ' 


orehai'ds,   e\'er,<,freen    trees,   shrubs   and   flowers,   and    every- 
thinn  is  lookin;;-  charmint,d\-   s]irini;-like. 

It  is   quite   neneralh'    thought   in    the  east    that  the  rain\' 
season  here  is  idniost   eontinuously  wet. 
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No  t^rcatcr  delusion  could  he  possible.  Thus  tar,  since 
the  first  rain  this  season,  we  have  had  on  an  a\'eraL;e  not 
more  than  four  rainy  days  in  each  month. 

The  other  26  days  have  been  as  near  ])erfect  as  any  rea- 
sonable ]ierson  could  wish. 


r- 


"CAP",    THE   CAT   CHASER— "NEW    MASSACHUSETTS    INN" 

The  doors  and  windows  of  our  winter  home  are  all 
screened,  and  with  \er\-  few  exceptions  since  we  came  Irom 
the  mountains,  we  ha\e  slept  dvninj;  the  nijj;hts  with  the 
doois  wide  open,  screen  doors   locked    ot    course,   and  nearly 
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all  the  windows  open,  the  thermometer  averaging"  about  4S 
degrees  during  the  night  and  62  at  midday. 

The  mdiiths  <if  Nnvembcr  and  December  are  tiuh  charm- 
ing, the  thermometer  averaging  50  degrees  at  night  antl  70 
at  ncKintime. 

The  stiirms  last  only  a  few  Imurs,  attending  stricth'  to 
business  while  the\'  last,  and  changing  so  very  quickly  trom 
rain  ti>  sunshine  that  the  transformation  scene  is  loveh  to 
look  u]ion,  and  the  business-like  conduct  of  the  weather 
worth\-  of  adniiiatioii. 

A  feature  of  the  weather,  which  I  most  enjoy,  is  the  ab- 
sence of  wind.  It  seems  so  unlike  New  England  to  ha\e 
storm  after  storm  come  and  go,  with  hardb'  wind  enough  to 
move  a  leaf,  and  "clear-off  "  without  a  three-days"  hurricane. 

Do  not  get  the  idea  that  the  wind  never  blows  in  Cali- 
fornia. 1  am  simply  giving  our  experience  here  in  this 
fa\<ired  localit\,  under  the  parental  protection  of  the  giant 
hills  of  the  Sierra  Madre  mountains. 

Some  sections  of  California  are  noted  for  being  wind\'  ; 
even  here  in  Ahadena  and  lo\el\  I'asadena  the  winti  sonu-- 
times  works  in  a  little  innocent  fun  with  things  King  about 
loose.      This,  hcmever,  is  the  exception  and  not  the  rule. 

When  I  read  weather  reports  from  the  east  and  tr\'  to 
realize  what  we  are  ha\ing  here,  [  sometimes  rub  m}'  eyes 
to  be  sure  that  I  am  awake. 

When  we  get  up  in  the  morning  all  nature  seems  to  be 
clothed  in  a  never  ending  charm.  The  air  is  so  puri-  and 
transparent  that  it  seems  as  though  the  mountains  had  come 
nearer  during  the  night  for  a  morning  greeting. 

The  great  incline   of   the  Mount   Lowe  railroad   and    the 
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winding-  road  up,  up  the  ninuiUain  side  tn  "\c  Alpine 
Tavern"  seem  tci  he  <inlv  a  tew  steps  frnm  "uv  Ixak  d(Hjr. 
The  Echo  Mountain  house,  nmre  than  two  thdusand  teet 
above  us,  and  three  miles  distant,  Imiks  almost  at  a  con- 
venient speaking  distance. 


*^  ar^ 


■^'-B: 


Busr  ni^  our  i/l<:'^nii}fi<:.  ■i/f'tti'^.     \    A'Ci/i/'   fur  d/i  il/ier//oti>j  ,^vnr-' 
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EQUESTRIAN    DEPARTMENT-'    NEW    MASSACHUSETTS   INN  " 

The  wilderness  of  trees,  shrul)s  and  Howers,  is  laden  with 
golden  fruit  and  blnssums. 

The  air  is  sweetenetl  with  the  |ierfume  of  orange  and  lemon 
blossoms,  roses  and  heliotrope.  'I'he  breakfast  table  is  beau- 
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titled  liy  a  washtub  full  of  rosebuds,  the  size  of  the  tub  being 
nieasuretl  bv  the  i)atienee  of  the  iiKli\idual  who  cuts  the  buds. 
Both  doors  of  the  diiiing  room  are  wide  ojien,  allowinj;"  the 
pure,  sweet,  scentetl  niornint;'  air  to  circulate  at  will.  On 
several  occasions  the  remark  has  been  made  at  the  break- 
fast table  "that  the  perfume  of  orange  and  lenimi  blossoms 
and  roses  is  almost  sickening." 

I  am  not  blintl  to  the  good  things  of  New  England,  but  I 
have  failetl  thus  far  to  find  therein,  in  Januar)-,  climatic 
conditions  and  natural  surrountlings  so  comjiletel)'  in  har- 
mon)-  with  ni)  idea  of  comfort  and  enjo)'ment  as  1  tind  in 
California. 

New  England  is  a  good  place  in  which  to  earn  \cim" 
breakfast,  and  California  a  good  place  to  eat  it. 

Being  necessary  to  earn  it  before  \nu  eat  it.  New  Eng- 
land still  stands  at  the  head. 

When  rapid  transit  is  so  perfectetl  as  to  allow  Uncle 
Sam's  chiklren  to  use  the  east  for  a  worksho|)  and  spend 
their  nights,  Sunda\s  ami  holidays  in  Southern  California, 
life  will  indeed  be  worth  living.  E.   B. 


302 


OUR  WINTER  HOME— Concluded 


IILE  pcrusini;  iIiunl'  letter^  the  reader 
>li(iukl  reniemljer  that  they  were  written  in 
1897.  The  letter  which  follows  contains 
some  Cahfornia  facts  and  customs  as  we  found  them 
at  tliat  time.  Such  changes  as  have  been  made  since 
do  not  change  the  facts  as  they  then  existed.  While 
stationed  at  Altadena  during  the  winter  not  a  pleas- 
ant day  passed  that  did  not  find  us  mountain  climb- 
ing, horseback  riding  or  dri\ing.  Ralph's  little 
kodak  was  ever  present,  strap|)ed  upon  his  shoulder. 
Its  deadly  aim  seldom  failed  to  capture  the  game  he 
sought.  The  result  of  his  study  and  practice  in 
photograph}-  lights  up  many  pages  in  his  "scrap- 
book." 


Ai.TADEN.x,  Cal.,  Jan.   15. 


Dear  Er)rri)K  anu  Telec.ram    Reauers  : 

Perhaps  a  few  facts   and   customs   conceniinL;'    Caliturnia 
antl  her  people  wiuild  he  of  some  interest  to  ymi. 

Sunstroke  and  mad  dogs  are  said  to  be  unknown  here. 

The  horses  for  the  most  part  arc  natural  born  lunatics. 

303 


The  bronco  blootl  kirkuit;'  in  their  veins  is  saturated  with 
absence  of  "  horse  sense  "  and  double-condensed  meanness. 

They  will  apjicar  to  he  the  image  of  perfection  on  first 
acquaintance,  and  each  day  following  develop  some  unlooked- 
for  mark  of  meanness.  Thev  will  stand  motionless  and 
seem  to  admire  a  passing  train  of  cars  while  their  dri\'er 
is  white  with  fear,  and  get  crazy  and  run  a\va\-  at  the  sight 
of  a  plain,  simple,  harmless  bo.\  car  standing  on  the  track 
while  the  driver  is  wondering  what  is  the  matter. 

No  hay  resembling  New  England  hay  is  seen  here. 

Unthrashed  barlev,  oats  and  wheat  is  fed  almost  wholl\' 
to  horses,  while  alfalfa  is  fed  to  cows. 

Alfalfa  is  grown  largoh  in  the  low,  rich,  bottom  kinils, 
where  water  can  be  had  for  iirigating.  It  is  cut  tmni  si.x  to 
eight  times  \>cv  year,  \ielding  in  some  places  ten  tons  per 
year  to  the  acre.  It  somewhat  resembles  our  Eastern  red 
clover. 

The  old  custom  of  horseback  riding  is  still  popular.  The 
ladies  ride  on  both  sides  of  their  horse  at  the  same  time. 
In  other  words,  the\'  ride  astritle,  ami  on  a  man's  saddle. 
It  is  really  a  relief  to  sec  a  lady  enjo\ing  the  same  comfort- 
able positi(jn  on  horseback  as  that  of  a  man  instead  of  being 
cramped,  twisted,  and  tied  up  in  knots  on  a  side  saddle. 

Several  ladies  thus  mounted  took  part  in  the  amnial 
"Tournament  of  Roses"  street  parade  in  Pasadena  on 
January  i . 

Eadies  ride  in  great  numbers,  and  it  is  seldom  one  is  seen 
in  a  side  saddle. 

The  original  California  custom  of  designating  fractional 
currency  as  "  bits  "  is  still  in  vogue. 
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Y<iu  hear  no  one  but  a  tenderfoot  say  lo  cents,  25  cents 
50  cents,  75  cents.  It  is  one  bit,  two  bits,  four  bits,  six 
bits. 

If  a  man  is  so  lucky  as  to  own  a  bank  book  and  goes  to 
the    bank    for    a    hundrei!    dcillars,   he    invariably    gets  five 
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twent)-  ilollar  gold  ]iieces,  unless  he  asks  for  [laper  money. 

\'ery  little  paper  money  is  in  circulation  e.xcept  that 
brought  here  by  tourists.  ( )n  the  counter  and  in  money 
tills  of  the   banks  are  seen    tier  after  tier  of  five,    ten  and 
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twenty  dollar  pieces  of  that  miK'h-talked-abimt  i;i)ld  standard 
representative,  and  I  have  \ct  tn  learn  nf  a  siKcr  man  who 
scorns  to  look  at  or  take  it.  The  silver  dollars  are  there  in 
large  numbers,  but  ni)  one  asks  for  a  hundred  siher  dollars 
instead  of  five  double  eagles  in  gold. 

The  banks  all  have  a  strong  iron  fence  between  their 
custdmers  and  this  despised  yellow  metal,  and  I  won- 
dered if  it  was  there  to  prevent  worshippers  <if  the  white 
metal  from  consigning  the  nasty  yellow  stuff  to  the  ash 
barrel. 

A  man  who  is  wealthy  enough  to  have  five  dnUars,  has 
used  all  his  small  change  and  is  famishing  fur  five  cents 
worth  of  peanuts,  passes  nut  his  fi\e  dollars  anil  invariably 
gets  four  "cart  wheels"  and  ninet_\-five  cents  in  change. 

You  never  get  a  one  or  two  dollar  note  unless  \()u  go  to 
the  bank,  get  down  on  your  knees  and  beg  for  it. 

Everything  that  I  can  think  of  at  this  moment,  except 
eggs,  chickens,  dry  g(.)ods,  yeast  cakes  and  farm  mortgages, 
is  sold  by  the  jjound. 

The  man  who  asks  for  a  quait  of  cranberries,  two  {.|uarts 
of  beans,  a  jjeck  of  apples,  a  bushel  of  potatoes,  torn,  oats, 
barley  or  wheat,  gives  himself  away  as  a  tenderfoot.  He  is 
told  that  these  are  all  sold  by  the  pound. 

He  pays  five  cents  per  pound  for  the  best  Eastern  apples, 
which  amounts  to  over  si.x  dollars  per  barrel. 

Meats  of  all  kinds  are  cheaper  here  than  in  the  East. 

Beef  is  not  as  good,  while  lamb  and  mutton  are  much 
better.  Best  sirloin  steak,  15c  per  pound;  lamb  chops, 
T5c;  mutton  chops,  12  I-2C  per  pound.  Roast  and  other 
cuts  in  the  same  proportion. 
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Best  hay,  nine  dollars  per  ton  ;  and  rolled  barley,  used 
largely  for  horses,  75c  per  hundred. 

The  vegetable  business  is  handled  almost  wholl)'  by 
Chinamen.  Some  of  the  large  ranch  owners  make  a 
specialty  of  renting  their  land  to  Chinamen  for  vegetable 
gardens. 

For  good  land,  including  water  for  irrigating,  they  pay 
ten  dollars  per  \  ear  rental  for  each  acre,  'i'hev  raise  their 
garden  truck  and  peddle  it  IrdUi  house  Id  house  with  theii- 
own  teams,  and  they  sell  so  cheap  that  the\  ha\e  dri\'en 
every  white  man  out  of  the  business. 

Nearly  e\ery  variet\  known  to  the  vegetable  kingdom 
will  be  found  in  a  (.'hinaman's  peddle  cart  every  day  in  the 
year,  Sunda\s  excepted.  h"i\e  cents  is  the  "all  round 
price"  for  enough  of  any  one  kind  for  a  lamily  of  meilium 
size.  Three  heads  of  lettuce  5c;  two  bunches  of  celery,  5c; 
enough  cabbage  and  onions  for  5c  to  perfume  a  whole  neigh- 
borhood aud  ruin  the  chances  of  the  girls  therein  for  a  Sun- 
day night  beau.  l-"resh  strawberries  from  the  market  are 
IOC  a  bo.x  ;  from  the  Chinaman's  jieddle  cart  5c   [ler  box. 

(jreen  peas  are  plentiful  in  winter,  and  are  very  tender, 
sweet  and  juicw 

During  one  of  our  horseback  iiilgrimages  in  the  country 
we  took  our  noon  lunch  by  the  roadside,  near  a  large  ranch 
rented  wholly  by  a  band  of  Celestials  for  garden  truck  grow- 
ing. While  our  horses  were  taking  a  rest  we  spent  an  hour 
with  them. 

In  a  literary  sense  the  interview  was  not  a  h<iwling  suc- 
cess. As  a  practical  demonstration  of  how  Chinamen  grow 
vegetables  in   California  it   filled  the  bill.      Ralph    secured 
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several  snap-shots  with  his  little  Kodak,  among  whieli  was 
the  alniond-eyetl  Celestials   ])i(  kini;  ,i;reen  peas  in  January. 

These  innoeent  tillers  of  the  soil  imitate  white  men  in 
their  way,  h\'  havini;"  a  eon!;iomeration  ot  hovels  whieh  the)' 
eall  the  ranch  huiklings. 

The  outfit  as  a  whole  resembles  a  <j;y:\\  headed  city  dump. 

'Ihe  eulinary  department  is  neither  sandpapered  nor  \ar- 
iiished,  and  they  sleep  on  tin  cans  of  various  sizes,  inter- 
woven with  second-handed  haihrd  wire  lence. 

While  it  is  all  very  nice  to  eat  5c  ve.i;-etables,  the  fact  still 
remains  that  this  is  the  kind  of  forei.n'n  labor  with  which  the 
American  hoin  laborer  is  obliii;ed   to  compete. 

The  cost  of  living;-  here  as  a  whole  is  less  than  in  the  l'",ast, 
and  the  opportunities  for  earning  a  dollar  are  less,  also. 
Men's  and  boys'  clothing  is  nearly  as  chea])  as  in  any  place  in 
the  United  States.  Competition  in  trade  is  greater,  il 
possible,  than  in  New  England. 

Schemes  for  drawing  trade  are  numerous,  a  sam|)le  ot 
which  in  the  shoe  trade  is,  that  the  dealer  gives  a  college- 
bred  contrail  with  each  jiair  of  shoes,  agreeing  to  shine  said 
shoes  as  often  as  the  owner  ma\'  desire  and  as  long  as  they 
remain  in  existence.  E.   B. 


Altakf.na,  Jan.    17,    1S97. 

Taken  from  "  Pasadena  I)ail\-  Star":  — 

Edi  riiK   S  I  AK  :  — 

\'ou   ha\e  all   heard,   no  doubt,   the    l)o\ 's    answer    when 
asked  the  names  of  the  new  arrival  of  twin   offspring  in   his 
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parental  home.  He  said  their  names  were  "Thunder"  and 
"  Lightning  ", 

When  questioned  as  to  his  auth()rit\'  f<ir  such  a  rash 
statement,  he  said:  "Anyhow,  that's  what  Pa  said  when 
the  doctor  told  him  he  was  blessed  with  twins."  But  that 
isn't  the  kind  cif  thunder  and  lightning  that  flashed  and 
pealed  in  this  beautiful  land  of  sunshine  and  flowers  on  the 
eleventh  da\-  of  January,  1897.  It  was  the  genuine  old 
"simon  ]3ure  "  Eastern  article,  such  as  I  have  many  times 
witnessed  in  my  bo\h<«)d  da\s  on  the  old  farm  in  Maine. 
Didn't  it  rain,  though  .'  It  seemed  as  though  the  Pacific 
ocean  had  been  taken  uj)  in  a  balloon,  which  run  against  an 
electric  ram  in  the  heavens,  making  it  decidedlv  wet  under- 
neath. 

Now,  let  us  all  "  whisi^ei'  it  softh"  in  the  future,  while 
claiming  ni>  thunder  and  lightning  in  California,  lest  the 
witnesses  of  this  day's  proceedings  c|uestion  our  truth  antl 
veracity.  Did  you  feast  your  eyes  on  the  extravagantly 
beautiful  landscape  picture  after  the  shower,  lighted  up  by 
the  soft,  smiling  ra\s  of  the  setting  sun  ?  Did  vou  ever  see 
the  trees  and  shrubs  and  flowers  with  such  clean  faces.' 
Did  you  ever  see  the  grand  old  mountains  look  so  charming.' 
Did  you  speciallv  notice  the  most  beautiful  of  all  California 
trees,  the  pepper  tree,  with  its  droo|iing  foliage,  with  such  a 
shade  of  green  as  the  artist  cannot  co]5y,  its  countless 
clusters  of  red  berries,  all  so  extravaganth'  cleaned  and 
varnished,  and  the  whole  covered  with  raindro])s,  looking 
like  diamonds  glistening  in  the  tinted  ra\s  of  the  setting 
sun  .' 

Did  you  watch  the  changing  tints  in  the  landscape  as   the 
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charm  df  the  beautiful  sunset  faded  nut  nf  si.i^ht  ?  Did  ynu 
not  enjnv  the  Turkish  bath  taken  by  nature,  the  clear  and 
charminL;-    picture    which    followed?      If    nnt,    ynur    Live  of 
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nature's  charm  needs  to  be  awakened.      Yuu  should  live  ui 
Altadena. 
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Some  three  or  four  weeks  a^o  nature  furnished  a  picture 
here  which  I  shall  nut  snon  forget.  It  was  after  a  cukl  rain 
which  left  Mount  Wilson  and  Mount  Lowe  white  with  snow. 
It  cleared  very  suddenly  in  the  afternoon,  and  I  went  out  to 
enjoy  the  surroundinj;s.  The  sun  shone  as  the  sun  can 
shine  only  in  California.  Everything  was  so  still  in  nature 
that  the  leaves  seemed  to  be  riveted  to  the  branches.  My 
eyes  caught  a  glimpse  of  the  mountains,  and,  behokl,  there 
was  a  snow  storm.  T  commenced  shivering  and  immediatel)' 
consulted  the  thermometer,  which  registered  50.  I  glanced 
at  a  ten-acre  field  of  barley  just  opposite  our  place  carpeted 
with  green  ;  then  at  the  beautiful  snow  so  very  near,  and 
wondered  if  I  were  dreaming.  I  feasted  mv  eves  on  orange 
and  lemon  trees,  some  in  full  iiloom,  some  loaded  with  fruit, 
and  took  another  look  at  the  distant  sleighing  facilities. 
Large  clusters  of  geranium  and  tender  heliotrope  caught  my 
eye,  and  I  listened  in  xain  for  sleiglvbclls.  I  then  cut  an 
armful  of  roses,  watched  the  bees  sipjiing  hone}'  irom  the 
orange  and  lemon  blossoms,  and  again  listened  for  the 
sleigh-bells  that  never  rang.  I  sent  m\'  imagination  uii  to 
those  snowy  peaks  with  ])erfect  freedom  to  indulge  in  all  the 
rollicking  sports  of  coasting,  sleigh-riding,  shoveling  snow, 
snowballing,  shivering  and  shaking,  while  I  allowed  the 
reality  t(.>  remain  in  the  near  \icinit\'  ot  orange  blossoms  and 
roses. 

I  appointed  myself  a  committee  of  one,  who  decided 
this  the  most  enjoyable  snowstorm  1  had  ever  experienced. 
I  started  for  the  field-glass  to  bring  that  sleighing  scene 
nearer,  but  suddenly  remembered  that  worn-out  saying, 
"  Distance  lends  enchantment," 
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W'lilw    this   is   a   lain!   wherein   nature  is  one  vast,   ever- 
cliani^ing  piiture  gallei'y.  ■  E.   B. 


Ari  AiH'NA,    Ian.    i  S,    iSg7. 

Aimthei"  clippini;  Inmi  the  "  i'asadena  Daily  Star:  — 

EniioK  SrAR:  — 

It  seems  to  me  that  when  Nature  furnishes  us  witli  such 
a  liberal  combination  ol  the  necessities  and  luxmies  ot  lite 
free  of  charge,  as  came  with  the  last  storm,  she  deserx'es  to 
be  complimented.  It  has  been  said  that  a  miner's  inch  i if 
water  in  California  is  worth  SiOOO.  W'ill  some  kind- 
hearted,  long-headed  mathematician  figure  out  the  \'alue  of 
the  shower  bath  C'alifnrnia  has  just  taken  at  the  above  price 
[ler  inch,  as  an  illustration  <>f  the  insignificance  of  man's 
irrigating  efforts  when  compared  with  nature? 

Add  to  that  anmunt  the  \aluc  "I  the  sninv  in  tin-  moun- 
tains foi"  filling  the  mountain  stii.'ams,  the  election  of  Mc- 
Kinley,  and  I  believe  the  sum  total  will  convince  a  reason- 
able Californian  that  there  is  reason  for  gratitude  and 
thanksgi\'ing. 

As  a  matter  of  information  I  desire  to  ask  the  old  resi- 
dent art  critics  of  San  Gabriel  valley  if,  tn  their  knowledge, 
Natvne  has  ever  before  painted  anil  hung  (in  the  walls  of  the 
grand  dkl  nmuntains  such  beautiful  pictures  as  dm'ing  the 
week  just  past  ? 

Commencing  Miinda\-  with  the  thunder  storm,  the  like  of 
which  is  not  an  ordinary  affair  in  California,  and  which 
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ended  with  such  a  loxch'  sunset  effect,  fiillowed  by  a  storm 
at  once  and  at  the  same  time  representing  January  and  June, 
with  a  rainbow  finale  that  can  ne\'er  receive  justice  trom  the 
descriptive  adjectives  of  the  English  language. 

If  an\-  of  the  local  artists  have  samples  to  match  this  one, 
let  them  be  shown  up. 

Thi-  rapid  transit  style  in  which  "Old  Sol"  ])aintcd  this 
laiiibow  of  enormous  size  antl  indescribable  beaut\,  helpei 
tu  make  the  picture  more  thrilling  to  the  beholder.  It  hac 
rained  fort\-eight  hours  in  the  \alle\,  all  the  while  snowin 
in  the  mountains.  The  snow  line  was  tulh  2000  teet  below 
the  summit,  all  above  being  co\ereil  with  snow,  gradually 
growing  deeper  fri>m  the  snow  line  upward,  until  at  th 
summit  it  was  three  feet  deep. 

The  storm  cleared  \ery  svicklenlv  at  nearh'  sunset.  "  CJld 
Sol  "  rushed  to  the  scene  with  his  paint  pot  of  manv  col(}rs, 
using  the  snow-capped  mountains  tor  a  background,  and,  to 
hold  up  his  work  of  art,  he  ])lacetl  thereon  a  rainbow  worth\' 
of  its  name. 

Commencing  at  the  foothills,  this  mammoth  arch  of 
natural  splendor  attainetl  an  altitude  of  fullv  3000  feet, 
reaching  above  the  snow  line.  Framed  in  the  arch  was  the 
incline  of  the  Mount  l.owe  R.  R.  .md  the  Echo  Mountain 
I  louse.  The  width  of  this  arched  bow  of  remarkable 
l)rilliancy  was  fully  twenty  feet.  The  grand  old  mountains 
painted  white  at  the  top,  and  with  this  enormous  surface  c)f 
brillianc)'  hanging  on  their  towering  walls,  the  whole  lightetl 
by  the  powerful  rays  of  a  California  sun,  made  a  picture 
which  was  dazzling,  charming,  and  inspiring. 

There  are   two  and   a    half    feet   of   snow  at   "Ye  Alpine 
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Tavern  ",  while  the  valley  bends  under  the  burden  of  fjoklen 
fruit,  orange  blossoms,  roses,  wild  flowers,  and  thousands  of 
acres  of  grain  fiekls  carpeted  with  green. 

One  can  leave  this  semi-trnpical  scene  and  arrive  at   "Ye 
Alpine  Tavern  "  in  thirty  minutes. 


DOMESTIC    SCENES   IN    PASADENA    CALIFORNIA 

Think  of  it!  Vim  can  eat  breakfast  in  June  and  take 
dinner  in  Januar\,  all  in  imc  da)'  antl  under  the  same  sun! 
You  can  drive  from  Pasadena  to  Altadena  amid  June 
surroundings,    all   the   while  facing  a  mountain    picture    so 
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zenvlikc  and  scciniiiL;'!}-  sn  near  that  you  can  almost  sliixcr 
and  chattel-  \cnir  teeth  in  !;enuine  New  England  st)le  and 
hear  imaginary  sleigh  bells. 

How  sweet  to  know  that  the  visible  reality  of  poetical 
insjiiration  is  powerless  in  its  efforts  to  got  where  I  can 
reach  it  with  a  snow  sho\el.  E.   B. 


Ai.i'ADKXA,   Cai..,  Jan.  20. 

EnrroK  Tf.lf.(;k.\m  :  — 

While  describing  our  winter  home  in  a  previous  letter,  I 
neglected  to  give  its  altitude,  which  adds  largely  to  its 
healthhilness.  We  are  400  feet  higher  than  Pasadena,  onl\' 
three  miles  distant,  1200  feet  abo\e  tlie  top  side  of  the 
Pacific  ocean  and  4800  feet  bek)w  the  highest  peak  im- 
mediately behind  us. 

I  want  to  say  that  the  Sierra  Madre  range  is  the  most 
charming  range  <if  mountains  to  look  upon  1  ha\e  )et  seen. 
The  numerous  canyons  leailing  from  the  toothills  to  the 
summit  from  one  end  of  the  range  to  the  other,  form  on  the 
surface  a  series  of  curved  lines,  inegularU'  drawn  b_\'  the 
king  of  artists,   Nature. 

The  ridges  and  hollows  thus  formed,  gi\e  their  surface  c 
symmetrical  and  natural  rolling  a|)pearance  that  is  always 
pleasing. 

Another  reason  for  their   beauty  is   that  a  large  portion  of 
the   surface,  to  the   very   summit   is   covered  with   dee]>  rich 
soil,  thus  growing  an  abundance  of  e\ergreen  trees,  shiubs 
and  wild  flowers. 
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Some  of  the  highest  peaks  are  a  veritable  t;arden  of  wild 
flowers  durini(  a  larL,^e  portion  of  the  year. 

When  not  a  tlrop  of  water  has  fallen  in  six  months,  nne 
will  look  at  the  wealth  of  fresh  looking  vegetation  in  silent 
amazement,  wonderins:  what   keeps  it  alive. 
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In  silent  grandeur  these  giant  hills  in  clear  weather  seem 
alniiist  til  hii\er  over  our  heads;  their  tnwering  walls  anil 
peaks  seem  ti)  say,  we  will  hokl  back  the  c\elones,  cold 
piercing  winds,  snows  and   frosts  of   the  east,  thus  guarding 


from  harm  the  vast  area  nf    fruits  and  flowers    in   this  "  Par- 
adise on  eartli." 

From  the  summit  "[  these  mnuntains,  where  we  spent 
nearK  tive  months  durin.L;  the  summer,  there  are  two 
specially    beautiful   sights   in    the   \  alley   below       One  is    to 


-H--4i.        lVV*^~ 


/j/ia'/z/'zi^c/foo/  —  ^ 


T     t 


it'-s- 


.iiiii#l'"  ;_    mil 
■  |l 


l/l/zho/; /f/tf/j '.>:)CAo'i/.J^_     L^      Qi/c//7iS/g  ■^jCA""/  -^ 


PHOTOS    8y    R* 


PASADENA   SCHOOLHOUSES 


look  tlown  ujion  Pasadena  and  1 -os  Angeles  when  lighted  in 
the  evening  by  electricit)-  ;  and  the  other  is  to  look  down 
upon  what  appears  to  be  a  boundless  sea  in  the  valley  on  a 
foggy  morning,  which  completely  covers  these  cities  and 
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every  other  visible  thing  in  the  valley  out  of  sight.  No  dis- 
play of  fireworks  was  ever  so  entertaining  to  me  as  this  view 
of  Pasadena  and  Los  Angeles  when  lighted  in  the  e\ening. 
Los  Angeles  claims  to  be  one  (.)f  the  best  lighted  cities  in 
the  United  States.  The  poles  used  to  support  the  lights 
are  150  feet  high.  At  the  top  nf  each  pole  are  three 
powerful  arc  lights.  The  best  name  I  can  give  to  this 
brilliant  sparkling  electrical  displa)-,  seen  at  an  altitude  of 
5000  feet,  is  an  imaginary  lake  set  in  diamonds. 

Probably  not  less  than  twenty-five  mornings  while  we 
were  in  the  mountains  the  valley  was  comi^letely  hidden 
from  view  by  fog,  e.xtemling  far  out  into  the  Pacific  ocean, 
while  at  "  \'e  Alpine  Ta\ern  "  was  a  clear  cloudless  sky, 
the  sun  shining  with  vengeance. 

The  top  side  of  this  sea  of  fog  during  the  summer  months 
averages  from  2000  to  3000  feet  above  sea  level. 

With  the  sun  shining  on  its  to|)  surface,  which  is  about 
as  level  as  a  sea  in  a  gale  ol  wiiul,  it  looks  so  purely 
white  and  so  rollcil  u])  like  the  billows  of  the  ocean,  that  I 
think  of  no  better  description  for  the  grand  sight  than  a 
boundless  sea  ot  the  pvuest  white  cotton. 

A  morning  ride  on  the  Mount  Lowe  R,  R.  from  the 
Tavern  down  the  mountain  into  this  ocean  of  fog  is  an  ex- 
perience long  to  be  remembered. 


iM()l!K    MID-\VINIT,i;    PICTURES. 

Ai.T.AHEN.v,  Jan.  21 . 

This    has  been   such   a  perfect   day   that    I    must  give  you 
the  record  of  the  thermometer. 

320 


At  noon  on  the  north  side,  in  the  shaile,  64.  At  n(i<in  on 
the  smith  side,  under  the  piazza  in  the  shade,  82.  At  noon, 
in  the  sun,  i  16.  The  reader  will  probably  say  that  1 16  is  a 
mistake  or  a  misi)rint.  It  is  straij^ht  .t;"nods,  however,  and  I 
found  it  very  eomtYirtable  workini;  in  the  flower  garden 
untler  this  same  sun. 

Two  minutes'  walk  from  our  home  is  a  large  peach  tree, 
so  white  with  blossoms  that  it  looks  like  an  immense  ball  of 
snow  jilaced  on  a  pedestal. 

The  swaim  of  bees  sipping  honey  from  these  blossoms 
makes  an  interesting  Jan- 
uar\  picture,  and  one 
t|uite  in  contrast  to  the 
snow-clad  peaks  almost 
overhanging  it. 

Would  that  you  could 
all  enjoy  in  the  twinkling 
of  an  eye,  the  transforma- 
tion scene  between  Law- 
rence and  our  winter 
home  ! 

It  woukl  be  a  joyful  meeting  to  have  you  all  walk  in  upon 
us.  Yesterday  I  picked  two  bo.xes  of  lemons,  which,  I 
think,  sc|ueczed  into  a  barrel  of  sugar  and  adulterated  with 
pure  mountain  water,  would  make  as  much  lemonade  as  we 
all  could  drink,  and  from  our  little  borrowed  ranch  we  could 
fill  you  all  with  ripe  naval  oranges  direct  from  nature's 
supply. 

There  are  many  peculiar  freaks  here  in  nature. 

You  will   often  see   on  the  same  tree,  oranges  two  years 


Vira   and   the  apricot 
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old  from  the  blossom,  one  )ear  old  and  blossoms  for  the 
next  season's  cro]).  1  mean  to  sa\-  that  oranges  that  are 
ripe  now  will  in  some  cases,  remain  on  the  tree  and  be 
eatable  in  a  year  fmni  now. 

The  lemon  tree  ne\er  rests.  It  is  continnoush  in  bldum 
and  in  fruit  in  all  stages  of  development  from  the  blossom 
to  the  ripe  lemon. 

The  fig  tree,  in  the  words  of  Josh  Billings,  is  a  "komical 
kuss."  As  far  as  the  naked  eye 
can  tliscover  it  never  blossoms. 
The  frnit  seems  to  ])ush  itself 
into  existence  promiscuouslv, 
through  the  bark  anywhere  on 
the  limbs,  in  a  ha]ihazard,  game- 
iif-chance  manner.  It  first  shows 
itself  on  the  limb  in  the  shape  of 
a  small  swelling  resembling  a 
wart,  where  very  soon  a  small  fig 
with  a  stem  attached  is  sticking 
(lut  on  the  limb  like  a  sore  thumb. 
Perhaps  the  fact  that  it  never 
blossoms  accounts  for  the  other 
fact  that  the  fruit  is  (.)ne  part 
skin  and  nine  jiarts  seeds  and  worms. 

Strawberries  are  in  bearing  twelve  months  in  the  year. 
The  day  following  Christmas   I   assisted  a  friend  in  Pasa- 
dena in  his  garden   work. 

We  planted  potatoes  and  hoed  jxjtatoes  that  were  six 
inches  high,  side  by  side,  and  lunched  "between  the  acts  " 
on  fresh  strawberries  from  the  adjoining  lot. 
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A  young   fig   tree    in    Aunt    Mary's 
yard   m    Pasadena 


The  onlv  evidence  (if  winter  is  that  the  leaves  have  fallen 
fmm  the  deiidinius  trees  and  ,^r.i|ie  \ine)'ards.  It  liioks  a 
"little  (iff"  to  see  a  great,  li\e,  healthy  tree  dding  the 
autunni  avl  ni  dropping  its  leaves,  while  surrounded  by 
shrubs,  roses  and  other  trees  in  full  bloom,  with  the  orange 
and  lemon  loaded  with  fruit. 

Sin(e  we  tame  from  the  mountains  Ralph  spends  one- 
half  (jf  each  day  at  school  (the  Throop  Polytechnic),  the 
other  half  he  devotes  t(.)  horseback  riding,  hunting  and 
mountain  climbing. 

lie  has  betiime  such  a  pedestrian  crank  that  he  walks  to 
school  in  the  morning  three  miles  awa\,  at  I'asadena,  re- 
turning at  noon  on  the  electrics.  b'or  a  change  he  ri(.les 
both  wa\s  on  horseback. 

We  spend  Saturdays  picnicking  in  the  country  and  in  the 
mountains.  ( )ur  partv  consists  of  four  persons  with  good 
appetites;  mode  ol  conveyance,  horse  and  buggy  and  two 
saddle  horses.  h'ind  no  difficult)'  in  locating  jileasant  [picnick- 
ing grounds  by  the  roadside  whene\er  hunger  "presses  the 
button."  The  \alle\'  is  imder  a  high  state  of  cultivation,  so 
that  a  dri\e  in  anv  direction,  su(.h  as  one  (.an  take  and  re- 
turn the  same  day,  is  all  the  while  through  fruit  orchards, 
vineyards  and  grainfields.  The  soil  being  of  an  adobe 
nature,  the  roads  are  almost  as  smooth  and  har(.l  as  if  mac- 
adamized. 

After  a  rain,  roads  in  the  low  lanrls,  which  are  muddy  and 
little  tra\eled,  when  dry  are  as  rough,  until  worn  by  use,  as 
oiu"  frozen  (.nuntry  roads  in  New  haigland. 

The  good  roads,  the  June-like  appearance  of  the  surround- 
ings and  the  abundance  of  semi-tnjpic  vegetation  such  as 
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we  do  not  see  at  home,  make  January  picnic  excursions  truly 
enjoyable. 

On  one  occasion  we  took  a  thirt\-niile  drive,  camping  at 
noon  in  an  English  walnut  orchard,  where  for  the  first  time 
we  took  our  after  dinner  nuts  fresh  from  nature's  supply. 


V 


mw^ 


4,  4. 


'a  /jJ/llf'/hl  iya  ''i^/'il-zA 


X^fi  tow  a/' /7(/i/i(r  /rra  — 


SCENES   NEAR  OUR   "  NEW    MASSACHUSETTS   INN  ' 


PHOTOS    Bv 

ALTADENA 


Another  forty-mile  drive  took  us  into  the  awtul  presence 
of  California's  state  reform  school,  where  by  special  per- 
mission we  ate  ham  sandwiches  in  the  park  belonging  to 
that  institution,  and  where  five  hundred  bad  boys  and  girls 
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put  their  heads  together,  swap  old  lies  and  in\-ent  new  ones, 
combining  all  their  natural  cussedness,  for  the  development 
(if  future  criminals. 

W'c  were  officially  informed  that  a  small  percentage  of 
them  made  good  men  and  women,  but  as  a  rule  they  were 
not  improved  by  being  there.  Whether  this  be  true  with 
reform  schools  in  general  I  am  not  able  to  say. 

This  was  the  nearest  api^roach  I  have  yet  made  toward 
getting  into  a  reform  school. 


Altapen.x,   January   32. 

Another  day  off  the  same  piece  as  that  of  yesterday,  only 
a  little  warmer.     Thermometer  lianging    on  the  wall  in  the 
sun  on  the  south  side  at 
noon  went  iq:)  to  122. 

It  would  seem  that 
such  a  sun  would  be 
unbearable  for  out- 
door work  and  jileasure. 
It  is  not  so,  however. 

Every  morning  when 
he  creeps  up  behind  the 
mountains,  looking  o\er 
the  snowy  peaks,  and 
commences  pt)uring  a 
flooil  of  health-giving  sunlight  o\'er  this  chosen  spot,  he  is 
clad  in  a  full  dress  smile. 

Is  it  any  wonder,  after  passing  that   frigid  picture  on  the 
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A   California  ranch  avenue 


mount,  that  he  shnuld  smile  at  the  pleasing  contrast  m  the 
valley  ? 

That  he  is  nature's  medicine  man  is  demonstratecl  with 
great  force  here  in  Southern  California.  His  saddle-hags 
are  always  filled  with  healing  balm,  which  he  deals  out  in 
large  ciuantities  on  the  rich  anil  poor  at  the  same  price. 

The  reason  why  I  ha\e  so  much  to  say  about  this  climate 
is  that  it  is  what  we  came  liere  after.  I  can  assure  you  that 
it  is  gratifying  to  find  what  we  came  for. 

It  is  also  gratif\ing  to  infoini  our  friends,  through  the 
"Telegram,"  that  Raljjh's  condition  is  better  than  at  any 
time  since  we  left  home.  K.  1> 


Mil   Ictirs   hiivc   hcni    iiii/    iiifiil   i/i/i/   iiiiil    iii<;lil, 

irliilr   llici/    iiinliinuill/i    siiii    iiiila    iiir, 
"  Where   ix   lli/i    (uiil  Y" 

The    I'xiilw.i  <;/■  Ihivid     -  Vsiilm    62. 
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BEYOND 


It  seemctli  such  n  little  way  ti)  mc 

Across  to  that  strani;c  country,  the  Beyond; 

And  yet  not  stran,t;e —  for  it  has  .■j.rovvn  to  be 
The  home  of  those  of  whom  I  am  so  lond  ; 

They  make  it  seem  familiar  and  most  dear, 

As  iourneyin,;;-  friends  brin.i;-  distant  countries  near. 

So  close  it  lies,  that,  when  my  si,i;ht  is  clear, 

1  think  I  see  the  gleaming  strand  ; 
1  know  1  feel  that  those  who've  gone  from  here 

Come  near  enough  to  touch  my  hand. 
I  often  think,  but  for  our  veiled  eyes. 
We  should  find  heaven  right  'round  about  us  lies. 

I  cannot  make  it  seem  a  (la\'  to  dread 

When  from  this  dear  earth  I  shall  journey  out 

To  that  still  dearer  country  of  the  dead, 

And  join  the  lost  ones  so  long  dreamed  about. 

I  lo\c  this  world  ;  yet  shall  I  love  to  go 

;\nd  meet  the  friends  who  wait  hir  me,  1  know. 

I  never  stand  about  a  bier  and  see 

The  seal  of  death  set  on  some  welldoved  face, 

llut  that  I  think,  "  One  more  to  welcome  me 
When  1  shall  cross  the  inter\ening  space 

Between  this  land  and  that  one  oxer  there. 

One  more  to  make  the  stiange  Be\oud  seem  lair." 

And  so  to  me  there  is  no  sting  to  death. 

And  so  the  grave  has  lost  its  victory  ; 
It  is  but  crossing,  with  abated  breath. 

And  white,  set  face,  a  little  strip  of  sea; 
To  find  the  loved  ones  waiting  on  the  shore. 
More  beautiful,  more  precious  than  belore. 

Ella     llhrrlrr. 


SHOOTING  AND  FISHING  EXCURSION 


ARCH  28,  1S97,  Ralpli,  "  Noot  "  and  my- 
self left  Pasadena  for  a  shooting  and  fish- 
U  ing  trip.  Being  the  only  one  in  the  party 
whose  physieal  condition  did  not  need  repairs,  I  was 
urged  to  accept  the  arduous  duty  of  making  notes 
of  scenes  and  happenings  by  the  wayside. 

Such  a  duty  in  the  presence  of  two  literary  critics 
was  somewhat  embarassing,  yet  I  accepted,  modestly 
demanding  at  the  same  time  that  the  reflection  of 
their  brilliant  personalities  should  at  all  times  be 
aimed  in  my  direction,  also  that  no  "  kicks  "  or  cheap 
sarcastic  criticism  would  he  allowed.  The  result 
of  my  clumsy  effort  was  printed  in  the  "  Pasadena 
Daily  .Star"  and  copied   into  the  "  Lawrence  Tele- 


IIOW    I    MntDF.lU'l)    WY    I'lltSr    DITK 

Pomona,  C'al.,  March  29. 
iMinoK  .Si  AK  :  — 

I'lohahl)'   the    most    earnest,   hmiest,   innocent    and   inex- 
perienced hunting;  expedition  tliat  e\cr  emi;;'rated  from  Pasa- 
dena left  there  at  2.30  p.m.,  March  28.      It  consisted  of  two 
tenderfeet  from  Massachusetts  and  the     "  Pasadena    Dail)- 
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Star"  office  h()_\-  who  sweeps  the  office,  sells  ]iapers  and  nc- 
casioiiall)  \entilates  his  brain  throuj;"h  the  columns  ol  the 
"  Star  "  as  jiuenile  reporter. 

Loss  of  appetite,  dyspepsia,  nervous  debility  and  somnam- 
bulism had  induced  his  medical  adviser  to  prescribe  such  a 
trip  lor  him. 

As  he  had  never  been  awa)'  from  home,  his  friends  ad- 
vised him  to  invite  the  writer  (who  by  the  way,  is  a  tourist 
loafer  always  lookiui;"  for  a  trip  with  someone  who  is  willini;' 
to  pa\'  the  hills)  to  ,l;"o  aloni;"  as  chaperon. 

Prospective  huntini^  <:,n-ounds,  Klsinore.  An  overland 
journey,  mode  of  conveyance,  horse  and  buggy  antl  one 
saddle  horse. 

The  two  tenderfeet  occupied  the  buggy,  while  the  ( ).  B. 
(office  boy)  made  an  imposing  figure  on  horseback. 

The  guns,  shells,  ham  sandwiches,  doughnuts,  ]:)ie  and  in- 
cidental paraphernalia  prepared  for  the  trip,  arrangetl  b\  an 
ine\]ierienced  packer,  would  fill  a  small  hayrack. 

A  large  number  of  \'er)'  kind  neighbors  had  collected  at 
409  Los  Robles  a\'cnue  to  shed  tears  on  our  dejiarture  and 
to  examine  our  baggage  to  make  svux-  it  containeil  nothing 
belonging  to  their  respective  households. 

The  (  )  15. 's  excess  of  baggage  excited  suspicion.  On  ex- 
amination it  was  proven  that  he  had  borrowed  a  full  dress 
suit  from  one  of  those  tender-hearted  neighbors  (when  the 
neighbor  wasn't  looking),  which  he  reluctantly  parted  with 
when  the  owner  objected  to  ha\ing  his  claw-hammer  (.oat 
used  for  a  hvmting  jacket. 

The  lieardless  "  Star"  reporter,  in  his  imaginary  enjoyment 
of  a   series  of   social   e\ents    at    lilsinore,   had  been  tempted 
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by  his  natunil  desire  to  make  a  swell  appearance.  Heini^ 
his  first  offence  and  so  youni;"  and  inexperienced,  the  owner 
kindly  consented  not  to  press  matters.  With  the  coml)ined 
double  condensed  packing  ingenuity  of  the  crowd  thus  as- 
sembled, assisted  by  a  retired  sea  captain  (who  tied  many 
knots,  beyond  the  power  of  any  existing  divorce  law  to 
untie),  this  extravagant  himting  outfit  was  all  packed  into 
and  tied  to  one  piano  bo.\  buggy. 

We  are  now  ready  to  start.  A  sad  silence  reigned.  In- 
termingled tears  of  joy  and  sorrow  commenced  to  flow, 
which  were  wiped  away  with  partially  soiled  handkerchiefs. 
The  wife  and  mother-in-law  of  the  juvenile  reporter,  with 
wonderful  forethought,  had  armed  themselves  with  sjian 
clean  handkerchiefs,  consequently  they  were  chief  mourners. 
The  father-in-law,  being  short  of  eye- water  and  anxious 
to  see  the  procession  move,  turned  the  hose  on  the  scene, 
which  had  the  desired  effect. 

All  eyes  were  turned  in  our  direction  as  we  passed 
through  the  bustling  streets  of  Pasadena.  The  military 
aspect  ot  our  mountetl  escort  was  much  admired.  The 
nabob  equestrian  force  of  Pasadena  looked  through  eyes 
green  with  envy.  The  younger  occupant  of  the  buggy, 
being  a  kodak  fiend,  was  instructed  to  \isit  all  the  markets 
on  the  route  and  take  snap  shots  of  the  game  therein  as 
souvenirs  of  the  trip. 

Leaving  Pasadena  at  2.30  i>.  m.,  we  had  intended  to  make 
harbor  at  Puente  for  the  night.  With  much  confidence  we 
drove  straight  to  the  hotel  therein  and  with  characteristic 
innocence  the  O.  H.  dismounted  and  commenced  hunting 
for  the  front  doorbell.  Being  informed  that  travelers  don't 
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ring  at  hotels,  he  attempted  to  walk  in  and  was  told  by  a 
passing  native  that  the  hutel  was  closed — hnancially  em- 
barrassed. (Jui-  iiilnnnant  directed  us  in  an  apology  tdr  a 
hiitel  n\  er  a  /  n  <)  bai'  nxini,  which  we  declined  with  thanks. 
We  had  made  gnod  time  thus  far,  and  with  more  than  an 
e\'en  chance  of  being  "  storm  stayed  "  decided  to  "pull  nn  " 
til  I'cimnna  where  we  arrived  at  6.30,  four  hours  from  Pasa- 
dena, distance  tliirt\   miles. 


Oil!  I'.vitrv  I'OitDiNc;  .\  c.vliiokm.v  i;i\  i:k 

The  churning  motion  of  his  mode  of  conveyance  had 
]ium|ied  an  abundance  of  fresh  air  into  our  invalid  "Star"  rep- 
resentati\e,  which  had,  for  the  time  being,  entirel)'  cmed  his 

loss  of  appetite.  He  w^as 
full  of  enthusiasm  and 
empty  of  everything  else. 
He  was  hungry.  He 
was  so  hungry  that  we 
had  much  difficult)-  in 
getting  him  past  a  show- 
window  which  was  artis- 
ticall)  trimmed  with  pie. 
After  dinner  we  went 
out  to  "do  the  cit\'." 
The  hay  seed  in  the 
brown  locks  of  the  ().  B.  was  now  most  ccjnspicuous.  He 
seemed  to  have  forgotten  all  the  "home  journal  etic|uette" 
he  had  ever  learned.       His   hrst  bieak   was  to  rush   int(.)  a 
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niilliiut)  stoic  aiul  ask  fnr  six  postal  cards  for  fi\c  cents. 
I'oinona's  SaKation  Arni\-  a|)i)carc(l  on  the  scene,  and  he 
actually  ,L;ot  so  financially  reckless  that  only  with  nuich 
difficulty  did  we  pre\ent  him  Ironi  buying;'  a  harmonica  and 
joining;  their  lanks.  llis  antics  on  the  street  attracted  the 
attention  of  a  man  who  a|)parentl\  ha<l  the  peace  ol  I'omona 
at  heart.  .After  sizing;  npouruowd  he  put  us  down  as 
sporting;  men  and  politel)  informed  us  that  an  amateur  |)rize 
h,L;ht  was  on  the  boards  at  the  opera  house.  We  thanked 
lum  politcK  and  luistled  into  our  liotel  to  |)re\eiit  ,L;ettin,L;- 
arrested. 

This  morniuL;  dawned  with  a  hea\  \'  sk\,  lojlowed  by  rain, 
makiut;  it  necessary  to  remain  at  i'omona.  The  pro|)rietor 
of  our  hotel  had  spent  thirteen  years  in  Africa  and  Egypt, 
was  a  member  of  Stanley's  African  expedition,  beini,'  one  of 
the  part)-  that  discovered  Pharaoh's  nuimm)-.  He  has  an 
illustrated  lecture  on  his  travels,  also  a  lart,rc  collection  ot 
curios,  with  all  of  which  he  took  special  pains  to  entertain 
our  part),  dims  it  will  be  seen  that  the  first  twent)dour 
hours  of  our  tiip  has  passed  pleasant!)-  and  with  satisfactory 
results  toward  repiairini;'  the  ]iuiuture(.l  constitution  ol  the 
beardless  \-outh  above  mentioned. 

Ill  coiu'lusion,  allow  me  to  offer  an  ajiolo!.;-)-  tor  the  aiijiear- 
ance  of  this  clumsy  article  in  [ilace  of  a  polished  letter 
which  his  friends  have  good  reason  to  expect  from  the  office 
boy  himself.  To  relieve  his  overworked  brain,  and  by  his 
urgent  request,  1  consented  to  write  in  his  stead. 

The  loss  thus  sustained  by  "Star"  readers  is  his  everlast- 
ing gain.  E.  B. 
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"  HOUSETHIEF  "   CANYON 

Temescal,  Cal.,  March  31. 
EnrioK   Star  :  — 

It  is  safe  to  say  that  \vc  arc  at  present  \cry  near  tu  nature 
and  a  lung  distance  from  an\-  other  place. 

The  storm  at  Pomona,  Friday,  partially  cleared  at  noon. 
At  2.30  we  started  for  South  Ri\erside,  driving  through  the 
cclcl)ratetl  Chino  ranch.  An  ink-black,  frightful-looking 
cloud  and  storm  behind  us,  when  in  the  vicinity  of  the  Chino 
ranch  creamer\',  dro\e  our  ship  ashore  at  that  place  where 
we  remained  in  harbor  until  the  wet  ilanger  had  passed. 
C)ne  hundreil  and  twenty-five  cows  being  milked  in  the 
corral  made  an  admirable  "  snap-shot  "  for  the  kodak  fiend. 
The  superintendent  of  the  creamery  invited  us  inside  to  in- 
spect the  interior  works  of  the  i)lant.  The  distance  through 
this  ranch  is  six  nnles  and  the  stickiest,  juiciest,  sahiest, 
slipperyest,  slimiest  kind  of  an  adobe  road  on  earth.  At  10 
P.M.,  when  we  arrived  at  South  Riverside,  our  entire  party 
with  all  its  ajiinirtenances  and  belongings  had  become  so 
mi.xed  up  with  the  top  side  of  that  adobe  highway  that  it 
was  hard  to  tell  where  our  party  commenced  and  the  adobe 
left  off.  We  had  become  large  dealers  in  real  estate  at  a 
minimum  cost  —  a  veritable  real  estate  cara\an  on  wheels. 

We  put  in  an  application  at  a  first-class  hotel  for  lodging 
for  two  gentlemen  and  an  office  boy.  The  proj^rietor  said 
he  would  take  us  on  condition  that  we  submit  to  a  hose  bath 
from  the  fire  department  and  that  the  result  pro\eil  us  to  be 
white  men. 

Saturday  morning  dawned  brightly,  and  when    "Old  Sol" 
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crept  up  hcliind  the  siiow-clail  peaks  east  i)t  South  River- 
side, pouriiii;  a    II 1    "I     sunshine   intu    the    vhuiil;    Imx-st  <it 

lemon,  orange  and  pepper  trees,  it  seemed  t"  .ippl\  an  in- 
stantaneous cast  ni  L;(ilden  tinted  \aiiiish  tn  the  new!) 
washed  folia,a:e  tlieieol.  l'ai;"ht  \eais  a,L;ii  1  droxe  tlirnu,i;h 
this  place  when  mdv  a  barren  mesa,  witli  a  tew  scatterin.i; 
baby  orange  trees  liere  and  there.  J'he  change  is  ahiiost  a 
marvel,  showing  the  result  of  an  energetic  communit\  witli 
unlimited  contidence  in  the  culture  ol  citius  truits  in 
that  localit\.  An\  individual  unwilling  to  believe  that 
South  Uixerside  is  a  healthy  bab\  conipetitoidl  old  River- 
side fast  growing  to  manhood,  will  l)e  relieved  ol  that  de- 
lusion bv  a  visit  to  the  vast  acreage  of  well  kept  and  tluitty 
looking  voung  orange  and  k-mon  orchards  thei'ein.  The 
fact  that  we  were  not  able  to  do  anv  business  theie  on 
credit,  proves  the  sharp  business  abililv  ol  the  natives  and 
piomises  a  bright  future  for  the  citv.  After  reintorcing  our 
stock  of  ammunition,  adding  thereto  a  liberal  su]iplv  ol 
death-dealing  medicine  for  beai  and  deei-,  with  an  air  ol 
courage  that  surprised  lookeis-on,  we  moved  slovviv  onl  ol 
South  Riverside  and  conuueiu  ed  climbing  the  Temescal 
canyon. 

The  office  bov ,  juvenile,  beardless,  voung,  simple  and  in- 
nocent as  he  was  when  he  left  home  and  mother,  mounted 
on  horseback  and  armed  to  the  ti-eth,  led  the  wav  in  such  a 
wild  cowbov,  lesse  lames  stvle,  that  evervbodv  we  met 
held  up  theii  hands  voluntaiilv ,  The  fust  blood  was  drawn 
bv  Ralph,  the  "kodak  liend,"  who  killed  Iwn  owls  atone 
sh(  )t . 

At  noontime,  Saturtla),  we  arrived  at  a  960  acre   ranch  in 
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the  Temescal  mountains  owned  by  Mr.  Bent,  who,  unfor- 
tunately for  himself,  played  marbles  in  his  youth  with  the 
O.  B.,  who  had  so  recently  developed  into  a  mountain  ranger 
and  scout. 

A  hearty,  typical  California  ranch  recejition  followed. 
When  the  (.).  B.  informed  his  old  friend,  Mr.  Bent,  that  he 
hatl  come  with  jiremeditated  plans  to  stay  long  enough  to 
repair  his  broken  down  constitution  and  annihilate  the 
entire  cvnp  of  deer  and  bear  in  the  Temescal  mountains,  he, 
Mr.  Bent,  nearly  choked  with  emotion. 

We  had  been  told  that  deer  and  bear  were  inhabitants  of 
that  vicinity,  and  the  fact  that  Mr.  Bent  had  fenced  his 
young  fruit  orchard  with  special  reference  to  the  high  leap- 
ing of  deer  was  g<iod  evidence  of  their  presence  here. 

We  were  informed  that  they  had  eaten  the  first  planting 
of  small  fruit  trees  and  that  the  high  fence  was  erected  as 
an  insurance  policy  for  the  second  planting. 

We  saw  no  evidence  of  bear,  but  we  believed  they  were 
there  because  it  made  us  appear  more  brave,  and  to  en- 
courage this  warlike  feeling  we  occasionally  saw  imaginary 
bear  tracks  while  himting  less  formidable  game. 

The  ranch  buildings  are  located  just  at  the  mouth  of 
Horsethief  Canyon.  Quite  a  romantic  name  for  a  canyon, 
isn't  it  ?  It  is  ap])roi)riatc,  however,  from  tlie  tact  that  a 
band  of  celebrated  horse  thieves  and  all-round  marauders, 
some  years  ago,  occupied  a  cave  four  miles  up  the  mountain 
for  their  headcjuarters,  to  and  from  which  they  passed 
through  this  can\'on.  Volumes  of  "blood  and  thunder" 
could  be  written  on  the  past  history  of  this  ranch.  A 
natural     stream    of     water     of     twenty-h\e    inches    has    its 
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sdviicc  here,  whicli  stream  has  lieeii  the  cause  of  a  series  of 
haril-foiight  family  rows,  termiiiatini;^  in  one  accidental  suicide 
and  one  murder.  I  believe  that  a  Californian  will  leave 
his  wife  and  famil)-  to  the  merc\-  of  a  hand  of  hlood-thirsty 
Indians   to   FiLjht   for  a  little   insi^nifuant    strea}ii    ot    water. 

An  eastern  tentler-foot  is  amused  anil  surprised;  he  e\en 
marvels  at  California's  thrilling  water  history.  Men  have 
fought,  bled  and  died  for  it,  while  live  women  ha\e  actually 
set  themselves  down  in  a  water-ditch,  to  turn  that  fluid  trom 
the  irrigating  intentions  of  her  neighbor.  May  it  not  always 
be  thus ! 

As  above  statetl,  two 
trageilies  occurred  here 
o\er  the  disputed  owner- 
ship of  this  little  stream 
of  water.  One  man  acci- 
(.lenth'  shot  himself  while 
disarming  his  warring 
neighbor's  daughter  of  her 
fax'orite  shotgun,  and  the 
other  was  deliberately 
shot  and  killed  in  another 
scrimmage,  for  which  offence  the  murderer  is  serxing  a 
long  sentence  in  San  Uuentin.  At  the  head  ot  llorscthiel 
Canyon,  leading  from  this  branch  near  the  summit  ol  the 
mountain,  is  the  notorious  Horsethief  Cave. 

The  cave  is  supposed  to  contain  all  ol  the  booty  capturetl 
by  Vasquez  antl  his  band  of  famous  California  banilits, 
who,  when  Pasadena  was  wearing  pantalets,  was  the  terror 
of   Southern   California.      Young,   handsome,   and  recklessly 


Miniature   mountains   rtflected   in 
by    the   roadside 
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bra\e,  this  young  Spaniard  performed  some  of  the  most 
daring  acts  of  robbery.  For  Americans  he  seemed  to  have 
a  special  antipatli\\  and  his  name  was  a  dread  to  all  in  this 
section  who  possessed  property  worth  stealing.  He  was 
finally  captured  near  the  Santa  Monica  canyon,  and  after- 
wards sentenced  and  hanged.  Rumor  says  that  Horsethief 
Cave,  the  location  of  which  has  been  alreaih'  described,  was 
so  situated  that  it  commanded  a  fine  view  and  was  easily 
accessible  from  both  Orange  and  Riverside  counties.  It  is 
supposed  to  be  a  deserted  bear's  cave  with  a  very  small 
orifice,  and  "out  of  sight"  even  when  within  a  few  feet 
of  it.  The  story  is,  that  one  of  \'asquez's  men,  who 
was  left  in  charge  of  the  plunder,  was  surprised  and  killed 
by  a  sheriff's  posse.  The  unfortunate  bandit  was  supposed 
to  have  met  his  death  within  onl\-  a  few  feet  of  his  charge, 
yet  his  captors  were  unable  to  find  it. 

Ever  since  the  bandit's  capture  parties  have  searched  the 
vicinity  in  vain,  and  even  now  men  from  Riverside,  Corona, 
Elsinore  antl  the  surrounding  towns  are  [jersevering  in  the 
search,  in  the  liope  that  Mother  Earth  will  some  day  yield 
up  her  hidden  treasure.  The  cave  is  probably  as  obscure 
as  a  gold  mine  would  be,  yet,  no  doubt,  before  many  days 
the  perseverance  and  persistency  of  the  treasure  seekers 
will  be  rewarded  by  finding  the  long-lost  and  ill-gotten 
booty. 

To  prove  my  prevaous  statement,  that  we  are  \-ery  near 
to  nature  and  very  far  from  an\-  other  plate,  I  will  state 
under  oath  that  a  bo\-  li\ing  here  on  the  ranch  goes  five 
miles  to  the  nearest  school.  (_)ur  hunting  menagerie  was 
the  only  vehicle  of  any  kind  that  had  made  an  ajipearance 
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here  in  three  months.  While  we  were  there  the  [iroprietDr 
drove  thirt\-  miles  in  a  (h'enchini;"  rain  to  ha\'e  a  tooth  pulled. 
This  eondition  of  things  made  it  necessar\-  for  our  partN  to 
eat  and  drink  at  the  ranch  h(.)use  during  our  sta\. 

The  first  act  in  the  drama  was  a  substantial  ilinner  eaten 
on  the  lawn  near  the  front  door  of  the  ranch  house.  The 
next  act  was  a  stam|iede  for  the  hunting  grounds.  Ouail 
ami  rabbit  abound  in  large  numbers.  (.)nl)-  for  the  danger 
to  our  reimtation  for  truth  and  \eracit\',  I  would  state  the 
exact  number  that  fell  \ictims  to  our  murderous  hand. 
Thenceforth  until  our  departure  to  the  otherwise  substantial 
bill  of  fai'e  was  added  ral)bit  and  (.|uail  on  toast.  So  plen- 
tiful and  so  socially  inclined  were  the  c|uail,  that  dozens  came 
every  night  to  roost  in  a  stately  live  oak  standing  b\'  the 
barn.  Our  horses  were  stabled  under  the  tree,  while  its 
branches  were  laden  with  this  bewitching  game  waiting 
patiently  for  our  early  morning  visit  with  the  shotgun.  It 
is  safe  to  sav  that  our  \'isit  here  did  much  toward  extermi- 
nating this  valuable  game,  and  we  shall  not  be  surprised  to 
hear  that  a  new  clause  is  added  to  the  game  law. 

Three  days'  sta)'  and  our  shooting  menagerie  mo\ed  for 
Elsinore — distance  twehe  miles.  (  )n  the  way  is  a  small 
lake  b\'  the  roadside.  A  goodl\-  number  of  duck  therein 
brought  forth  our  murderous  weapons.  Surrounding  the 
lake  our  fusilade  made  the  hills  echo  and  re-echo,  dri\'ing 
from  that  little  lake  the  luck\'  ducks,  which  were  not  "  dead 
ducks."  It  was  here  that  the  writer  shot  his  first  duck. 
It  was  the  first  one  shot  by  our  party,  and  I  am  willing  to 
admit  that  mv  stock,  of  pride  was  visibly  swollen.  When 
the  little  roadside  duck  hunt  was  over  our  part)'  came 
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together,  when  that  httle,  insignificant,  wnuld-be  newspaper 
man  had  the  nerve  to  tell  me  that  mv  first  duck  was  a 
"mud  hen."  To  say  that  I  was  embarassed  is  a  feeble 
expression,  and  when  I  offered  my  prize  to  a  small  baref(.)ot 
boy  as  a  gift,  which  he  declined  to  accept  with  thanks,  my 
humiliation  was  increased.  I  was  made  to  feel  the  force 
of  that  truthful  adage,  "  Pride  goeth  before  a  fall."  If  I  am 
permitted  to  tell  the  remaining  happenings  of  this  hunting 
tour,  I  shall  endea\'or  to  sc|uare  accounts  with  the  O.  B. 
for  the  sarcastic  unkindness  he  displayed  in  naming  my 
first  "duck."  E.  B. 


Catalena  Jew    Fish — Weight,   40S   pounds 
(The   left  hand  figure,  not   the   right! 


Our  party  at   Santa  Catalena    Island   in   the 
Pacific   Ocean 


Altadena,   April  4,    1897. 


Editor  Star  :  — 

Doubtless  the  friends  of  those  three  game  exterminators 
who  left  Pasadena  for  Elsinore  some  time  since,  have  been 
\vatchinj4'  your  columns  for  the  concludini;'  act  in  that  over- 
land hunting  drama-trip. 

Descrijjtive  accounts  of  hunting  antl  fishing  are  often 
viewed  with  a  large  degree  of  doubt  and  suspicion  on  the  part 
of  the  reader.      Uncharitable  persons  have  been   known   to 

disbelieve  the  stories  of 
s]3ortsmen,  going  even  so 
far  as  to  indulge  in  sar- 
casm and  scurrilous  re- 
marks. 

'i'he  trouble  is  tliat 
hunters  rush  their  stories 
on  the  market  in  too 
ni  u  c  h  hast  e.  They 
should  be  allowed  to  cool 
off  before  going  into 
print.  Under  a  high 
pressure  of  enthusiasm  the  tragic  e\ents  incidental  to  a  long 
distance  and  energetic  hunting  tour  cannot  well  be  described 
in  terms  strictly  non-elastic.  If  my  memory  serves  me  right, 
mv  last  letter  ended  in  a  thrilling,  blood-curdling  description 
of  ••  1  low  I  murtlered  my  first  duck,"  which  proved  to  be  only 
a  worthless  "mud  hen."  l''\en  though  my  i^rize  was  so 
worthless  that  a  small  bo)  (who  appeared  to  be  posted  on 
the  "mud  hen"   market)   spurned   t(,)  accept  it  as  a  gift,    I 
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Lunch  for    man   and   beast   by   the   roadside 


want  to  inform  those  who  ha\-e  not  met  this  infernally 
(lisappointint;"  (huk  imitatii)n,  that  she  is  nut  so  unsightly  as 
the  name  indiiates.  I  shall  never  fnr.^et  Imw  I  worshipped 
that  "mud  hen"  as  it  la)  in  the  water  Hoatin.u,-  slowly 
toward  the  shore  in  a  ,i;entle  breeze  after  I  hatl  shot  it.  In 
m\-  hrst  lesson  on  duek  huntini;"  I  learned  that  the  seeret  ol 
success  is  to  get  behind  something  near  the  water,  keej) 
quiet,  and  wait  until  the  unsuspecting  biid  swims  or  Hies 
near  enough  ami  then  "  blaze  awa)-."  I  admit  that  it  is 
a  cowardl)',  unfair  thing  to  do,  but  I  secreted  myself  behind  a 
large  live  oak  close  to  the  lake  and  stopped  breathing,  while 
the  remainder  of  oui'  ])arty  sought  similar  positions  else- 
where. LInaware  of  the  danger  thereol,  two  ducks,  a  la 
"mud  hen,"  commenced  to  swim  in  m\-  directi<in.  I 
stoiJjjed  breathing  some  more,  assuming  a  bra\e,  warlike 
attitude,  waited  the  |.irogress  of  ni\  innocent  i)re\-,  measured 
the  distance,  closed  my  eyes,  and  "blazed  away."  One 
bird  flew  and  the  other  was  wounded. 

The  little  modest  California  zeph^■r  was  too  slow  tor  my 
])atience.  Seizing  a  long  dead  Iniib  that  la\  by  the  lake- 
side, I  proceeded  to  wade  into  the  shoal  water  to  meet  m\ 
prize.  It  was  disastrous  to  my  home  talent  morning  shine, 
but  I  could  wait  no  l(}nger.  There  was  at  that  time  onl\- 
one  thing  needful  to  complete  my  happiness,  and  that  was 
to  overcome  the  watery  distance  between  myself  and  that 
co\eted  bird.  That  difficulty  was  soon  tlistanced,  and  1 
stood  on  dr\   land  \\(iishi|)ping  m\   web-tooted  ynize. 

My  normal  height  is  h\e  feet,  ten  and  a  half  inches.  It 
had  now  increased  to  si.\  feet  two,  and  m\'  a\dirdupois  had 
increased  in  the  same  ratio.  M\  first  thought  was  to  have 
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myself  and  my  "  first  duck  "  photcigraphed,  the  picture  to 
be  "salted  down"  among-  the  family  archives  as  proof  of 
one  of  the  heroic  deeds  and  most  self-satisfied  and  happiest 
moments  during  my  natural  life.  I  hurried  into  the  pres- 
ence of  the  ().  B.  and  the  kodak  fiend,  only  to  hear  these 
crushing  words,  "It's  only  a  mud  hen."  X'isions  of  home 
friends  and  future  generations  looking  with  envious  eyes 
upon  that  handsome  picture  of  myself  and  my  first  duck 
faded  out  of  sight.  My  increased  height  and  axuirdupois 
assumed  a  rajiid  transit  littleness,  which  was  below  normal, 
and  I  looked  for  a  gopher  hole  small  enough  to  crawl  into 
that  wouldn't  be  a  misfit.  To  sa\-  that  my  situation  was 
embarassing  is  e.xtrawaganth'  inexpressive. 

Lake  Elsinore,  the  duck  hunter's  ])aradise  of  Southern 
California,  was  only  ten  miles  awaw  Here  was  a  chance 
to  redeem  my  warped,  duck  hunting  reputation.  I  had 
learned  the  difference  between  a  duck  and  a  mud  hen, 
which  experience  had  cost  me  all  it  was  worth,  and  I  in- 
wardly resolved  to  go  out  of  the  hen  business  at  once, 
especialh'  that  s|)ecies  spelling  her  front  name  "  nnul." 

Our  shooting  caravan  was  soon  on  the  road  again.  It 
was  a  beautiful  morning,  and  with  fresh  horses  we  made 
good  time  over  the  winding  road  through  the  Temescal 
canyon  leading  to  the  lake.  Passing  the  Elsinore  coal  mines 
by  the  roadside,  we  soon  reach  the  summit  of  the  canyon 
and  are  looking  down  upon  Elsinore  and  the  lake  nestling 
closeU'  and  i-|uietl\'  between  two  ranges  of  giant  hills.  As 
we  drew  near  the  lake  my  companion  sportsmen  began  to 
enthuse.  The  lake  was  alive  with  duck.  The  surface  of 
its    waters    was   so   dotted    and    lined    with    can\'as    backs, 
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spoonbills,  butterballs,  and  other  duck  varieties,  that  the 
lecture  resembled  an  overgrown  railroad  map. 

It  was  now  past  noontime,  so  we  decided  to  seek  a  hotel 
and  "fill  up"  before  making  our  murderous  charge.  Two 
miles  close  to  the  shore  of  the  lake,  with  thousands  of  duck 
in  sight,  was  an  exhilarating  drive,  which  nearly  fitted  the 
O.  B.  fur  an  insane  asylum.  The  kodak  fiend  was  visibly 
affected,  and  the  stinging  embarrassment  of  my  morning 
experience  was  partially  forgotten. 

Securing  bed  and  board  at  Bundy's  Hot  Springs  hotel, 
after  lunch  we  set  nut  for  the  hunting  grounds,  taking  a 
team  along  as  a  wholesale  means  of  transporting  dead 
ducks.  Our  plan  was  to  drive  along  the  shore  ot  the  lake 
close  to  the  water's  edge  and  shoot  from  the  carriage,  as  we 
were  told  that  ducks  would  "hold  still  "  and  seem  to  enjoy 
being  shot  at  fmm  a  team,  while  the\'  take  special  care  to 
keep  proper  distance  from  a  man  on  fo(.>t  with  a  gun.  The 
horse  was  nervous  and  unaccustomed  to  going  into  battle,  so 
I  modestlv  volunteered  to  attempt  to  induce  her  to  walk  on 
four  legs  instead  of  two  while  the  O.  B.  and  kodak  fiend 
loaded  the  carriage  with  game.  The  wind  was  blowing  a 
gale,  water  alive  with  duck,  and  my  companions  in  crime 
were  sending  death-dealing  medicine  into  their  ranks,  while 
I  was  as  busv  as  "a  man  on  the  town  "  tr\ing  to  jjcrsuade 
the  horse  to  remain  on  the  battlefield. 

Tiring  of  my  charge  1  took  her  tn  the  nearest  tree,  tied 
her  by  the  neck,  and  joined  the  hunters'  ranks.  The 
fusilade  became  too  much  for  her  horseship,  and  she  decided 
to  commit  suicide.  Rearing  on  her  hind  legs  she  turned  a 
back  somersault,  and  deliberately  hung  herself  by  the  neck. 
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The  screams  n{  a  man  from  a  jiassiiiLC  team,  wlm  witnesseil 
the  suicidal  act,  reached  mir  ears  between  the  echoes  oi 
musketrv.  Hurrvint;^  hi  the  scene  we  beheld  the  horse 
stretched  nn  the  i^roiintl  .^asinn.n"  tor  breath.  Her  sa\inr 
and  our  humane  friend  had  cut  the  mpe  and  tliere  she  lay 
between  the  shafts,  the  wnmi;  end  furwaril.  Her  bow  rest- 
ing where  her  stern  really  belonged,  she  lay  trembling  with 
fear  and  apparently  disgusted  that  her  life  had  been  sa\ed. 
At  first  sight  the  whole  "shooting  match"  seemed  to  have 
terminated  in  a  successful  wreck.  She  was  soon  cleared, 
however,  from  her  tangled  condition,  stood  erect  with  lour 
legs  under  her,  respiration  normal,  seeming  to  wonder  what 
had  happened,  and  ready  for  the  next  act  in  the  exciting 
program.  Thirty  cents  in  cash  for  harness  repairs  and  a 
damaged  twenty-five  cent  halter  was  the  result  ol  her 
antics,  which  we  all  agreed  was  a  marvel  of  financial  success. 
When  night  came  we  had  twelve  dead  ducks  to  oin- 
credit,  which  was  twelve  more  than  our  whole  party  had 
shot  during  the  presiinis  years  of  our  existence,  dathering 
up  the  dead  and  leaving"  the  woundetl  on  the  field,  we 
hurried  to  our  hotel  and  ordered  a  bill  of  fare  the  next  da\- 
as  follows  ;  Duck  for  breakfast,  duck  for  lunch,  and  duck  tor 
ilinner.  The  lantUord  ventured  to  criticise  our  taste,  but 
we  had  created  a  terrible  appetite  for  duck  and  were  <leter- 
mined  to  satisf\  that  craving.  From  that  moment  until 
breakfast  time  our  appetite  increased,  when  three  lull 
grown  ducks  greeted  us  at  the  table.  It  was  a  large  table 
and  every  seat  was  occupied.  No  one  had  duck  but  our 
party,  which  looked  like  faxoritism.  I  )nr  breakfast  com- 
panions looked  green  with  env)',  seeming  to  say,  "Who  are 
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those  nabnb  dignitaries  that  such  partiahty  shoukl  be  shown 
them  ?  " 

[f  there  is  any  one  thini;'  that  i;"ives  the  "Star" 
office  boy  an  elevated  feehng,  it  is  to  be  looked  upon  as  a 
dignitary.  With  one  oi  his  peculiar  flourishes  of  "home 
journal  etiquette,"  he  grappled  his  duck  and  commenced  an 
overland  skirmish  on  the  external  of  its  carcass  for  a  morsel 
(if  duck  meat.  His  effort  was  a  dismal  failure.  The  only 
drop  of  grease  in  the  entire  bird  was  on  the  under  side. 
The  boy  became  nervous  and  e.xcited,  and  all  the  while  the 
bird  was  skirmishing  about  his  plate  like  a  greased  pig. 
Excitement  increased  to  desperation,  for  he  couldn't  find 
meat  enough  to  decide  whether  he  had  duck  or  crow. 
Under  extreme  muscular  ]>ressure,  which  was  brought  to 
bear  oivtside  of  the  center  of  gravity,  the  uncarved  carcass 
suddenly  glanced  and  landed  (jromiscuously  among  the  drv 
goods  of  a  charming  \(>ung  lady  sitting  on  his  right,  who 
was  the  village  school  teacher  and  the  acknowledged  belle  of 
Elsinore.  The  boy  prides  himself  on  being  something  of  a 
masher,  of  which  he  openly  boasts.  He  knew  where  this 
much  obser\ed  young  lad\'  sat,  and  made  sure  that  his  scat 
was  beside  her.  He  also  boasted  that  his  good  looks  and 
brilliant  conversation  had  drawn  near  to  him  a  certain  per 
cent,  of  her  affection.  He  really  though  the  had  succeeded 
in  getting  himelf  liked  by  the  belle  of  the  city,  but  he  lost 
his  grip  on  both  the  duck  and  the  young  lady  at  the  same 
moment.  Such  a  ravenous  appetite  and  such  a  clumsy,  un- 
cultivated exhibitiiin  nf  duck  carving  was  too  familiar  on 
short  acquaintance  for  her  modesty,  which  she  made  known 
by  a  long  silence  which  was  painful.      He  tried  to  apologize 
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by  saying  he  thought  the  (hick  was  a  "dead  chick."  Poor 
fellow  !  I  felt  s(irr\'  tor  him,  and  at  the  same  time  won- 
dered if  tliat  little  juggling  performance  woultln't  cure  him 
of  "mud  hen"  sarcasm.  The  landlord  had  previously  ad- 
vised us  licit  to  have  duck  for  breakfast  and  we  now  decided 
to  take  his  ad\ice.  That  forenoon  we  went  after  more 
duck,  hut  the  breakfast  experience  had  taken  some  of  the 
poetry  out  of  our  enthusiasm.  For  lunch  we  had  triplets 
again.  That  is  to  sav  we  had  three  ducks.  This  time  they 
were  baked  and  stuffed  with  sage  and  onions.  If  I  had  my 
choice  between  going  to  jail  and  eating  a  scjuare  meal  of 
duck  stuffing  made  of  stale  bread  and  seasoned  with  sage 
and  onions,  I  should  take  a  ride  in  the  "  hurr\-up  "  wagon 
with  ]i)\.  There  was  a  very  small  allowance  of  meat  on  the 
breast  of  the  diinier  fowl,  but  it  was  so  thoroughly  saturated 
with  sage  and  onions  that  I  decided  I  wasn't  fond  of  duck 
and  \'erv  Cjuieth'  counterniaiuleil  the  order  gi\en  the  day 
before  for  a  duck  dinner.  We  began  to  surmise  that  those 
stories  about  growing  fat  on  game  of  one's  own  sliooting 
were  subject  to  exceptions. 

In  the  absence  of  other  sports  we  visiteil  the  lake  again 
in  the  afternoon.  Decreased  enthusiasm  caused  bv  an  at- 
tempt to  eat  our  game  reduced  our  full  dav's  woik  to  nine 
birds  and  we  took  special  care  that  the\-  didu't  go  to  the 
kitchen  of  our  hotel.  Nineteen  ducks  were  placed  to  our 
credit  as  a  result  of  the  dav  and  a  half  at  Lake  Elsinore. 
This  statement  is  more  in  the  interest  of  a  hunter's  truth 
than  of  boasting.  Considering  the  great  number  of  web- 
footed  game  in  the  lake  we  felt  that  our  record  was  not  one 
of  which  to  be  especially  proud,  yet,  on  the  whole,  our  party 
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voted  unanimously  that  our  first  experience  at  duck  huutinf; 
was  a  hilarious  success. 

The  next  mornint;"  we  moved  homeward  \ia  Ferris,  Red- 
lands,  San  Bernardino,  ()ntario,  Azusa,  Dewerte  and  Mon- 
rovia. The  first  da\'  took  us  to  Reillands,  distance  forty 
miles.  The  twn  iiiteiestiiii;"  roadside  features  of  this  da_\'s 
ride,  that  stu(.k  out  prominentl\-  be\ond  all  nthers,  were  the 
(rood  Hope  gold  mine  and  the  Indian  school  at  Ferris. 

The  O.  B.  and  kodak  fiend  had  never  seen  a  gold  mine, 
so,  of  coiH'se,  they  wanted  to  stoji  and  fill  their  pockets  with 
nuggets  and  take  pictures  of  thai  "  hdle  in  the  giuund." 
The  mine  and  mill  are  by  the  roadside,  also  the  little  city  of 
huts  in  which  the  miners  live.  We  \isitcd  the  mill,  asked 
several  silly  questions,  and  learned  nearly  all  the  details 
connected  therewith.  In  a  \ery  few  minutes  we  hail  for- 
gotten it  all  except  a  general  idea  of  how  the  thing  looked. 
The  opening  of  the  shaft  is  almost  under  the  wing  of  the 
mill  extending  down  intu  the  bowels  of  the  earth  something 
over  600  feet.  Nobody  offered  us  an\-  gold  bricks  or  asked 
us  to  buy  any  stock,  so  we  sized  them  up  as  an  imsociable, 
unbusinesslike,  uncharitable,  niiserh  set,  and  passed  on. 
Very  soon  we  were  looking  down  from  an  ele\ation  uiion 
the  little  city  of  Ferris  with  its  broail  expanse  of  beautiful 
valley  land.  About  six  miles  further  on,  north  of  Ferris, 
all  the  wliile  in  this  fertile  valley,  is  Uncle  Sam's  Intlian  In- 
dustrial schoiil.  Here  we  halted,  fed  our  horses,  tmik  a 
roadside  lunch,  and  b\-  in\'itation  from  Mr.  Allen,  the  super- 
intendent ot  the  school,  inspected  the  several  departments. 
Seventy  )'oung  "squaws"  and  eighty  young  "bucks" 
marched  into  the  dining  room  for  dinner.  Their  ]3h\sical 
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condition  evidenced  the  liberality  of  Uncle  Sam  as  a  pro- 
vider of  viands.  An  80  acre  ranch  is  connected  with  the 
schcjol  where  practical  farm  work  is  taught  and  demon- 
strated in  a  practical  manner.  Shoemaking  and  carpenter- 
ing are  also  taught  in  shops  built  for  that  purpose  outside 
of  the  main  buildings.  There  are  two  school  buildings,  one 
for  the  boys  and  one  for  the  girls.  The  girls  are  taught 
cooking  and  laundry  work  in  connection  with  their  mental 
studies.  A  supply  store  is  connected  with  the  institution 
liberally  filled  with  groceries,  cheap,  ready  made  clothing  for 
the  boys,  a  large  supply 
of  white  cotton  cloth, 
blue  and  white  check  for 
common  wear,  and  a 
better  grade  of  cotton 
warp  and  wool  filling 
goods  for  dress  occasions 
for  the  girls.  The  hi  an' 
we  spent  there  was  made 
pleasant  and  instructive 
b)'  the  painstaking  cour- 
tesy of  Mr.  Allen,  the 
superintendent,  and  Mr.  Walker,  one  of  the  teachers. 

The  interesting  features  of  the  afternoon's  drive  were  a 
7000  acre  field  of  wheat  in  the  valley,  through  whieh  we 
passed,  and  the  charmingly  picturesque  drive  through  the 
Marino  hills  near  Redlands,  where  we  arrived  in  good  sea- 
son for  dinner  and  anchored  for  the  night.  The  day  had 
been  perfect  and  the  ride  charming. 

Redlands  is  young,   handsome   and  energetic,   containing 

354 


Students  at  the    Indian   School   posing  for  a 
picture 


about  6000  human  beings.  She  has  some  admirers  who 
claim  her  beauty  outshines  Pasadena.  Persons  making  such 
claims,  however,  have  never  seen  Pasadena. 

Redlands  is  very  young,  only  about  eight  years  old,  yet 
she  feels  big  enough  to  wear  long  pants.  A  good  compari- 
son of  her  beautv  to  that  of  Pasadena  is  a  man  dressed  in  a 
soft  shirt  and  a  comnKjn  business  suit,  beside  another  man 
in  full  dress  with  his  ]iicadilly  collar,  white  dude  tie  and 
[latent  leather  shoes.  Pasadena  is  the  belle  of  Southern 
California.  She  wears  silks,  satins  and  diamonds,  dresses 
her  hair  a  la  "Paree,"  is  loaded  with  "  Home  Journal 
Etiquette,"  and  eats  her  pie  with  a  fork.  She  carries  a  huge 
bouquet  of  roses  and  orange  blossoms,  and  fills  her  lungs 
night  and  day  with  pure  air  sweetened  with  the  sweetness 
thereof. 

The  ne.xt  morning  dawned  with  a  heavy  black  cloud  hang- 
ing over  Redlands  with  a  decidedly  wet  appearance.  Home 
attractions,  however,  induced  us  to  venture  in  that  direction. 
When  about  ten  miles  out  the  heavens  commenced  to  leak. 
At  noon  it  was  raining  furiouslv  and  we  sought  a  ranch- 
man's barn  for  our  picnic  lunch.  It  was  eaten  with  a  dry 
relish.  Sheltered  from  the  rain,  and  with  an  impromptu 
temperance  speech  from  the  owner  of  the  barn,  we  became 
so  desperately  dry  that  our  dinner  nearly  choked  us. 

Night  found  us  at  Ontario,  where  we  hung  ourselves  up 
on  a  twenty  penny  nail  to  drj'.  The  ne.xt  morning  dawned 
brightly,  with  "  Old  Sol  "  and  a  thirty-mile  drive  along  the 
foothills  among  orange  and  lemon  groves  to  cheer  us  on  the 
way.  At  the  end  of  nine  days  we  were  home  again,  better 
acquainted  with  the  surrounding   countrv,  full  to  the  brim  of 
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California's  boasted  climate,  and  more  fully  convinced  than 
ever  before  that  Pasadena  is  the  shining  gem  of  Southern 
California.  ^-   1^- 


Ydii  thill/,-  it  liiinl  III  suffer  iiijiisliiT.  mil  In  hare  fair 
medsiirc  iij'  praixc.  mil  to  inn-  xiiri-csx,  irliilf  iillirrs  less 
(Icsfrring  take  the  jiri~es. 

I  iri/l  tell  j/iiii  irhiil  the  mil  hiinlx/iip  is  —  //  is  In  he 
rewarded  oeernimh.  to  fret  smcess  that  riishlh/  helaiiifs  In 
others,  to  rereire  praise  iiiid  lluiiihs  lliat  iiiie  does  mil 
deserve. 

Disappointments  irill  mark  mi/  iriii/  until  the  diij/  oj 
my  death.  God  Jiirhid  lliiil  I  lirnod  urer  lliem  for  one 
iraslcd  iiininenl.  'J'hci/  are  llie  firice  and  piiii  for  ideals, 
irliirli   are   heller  lliiin    life. 

—  Friiiii    "  'The    lieliiiion    oj'  a    (ientlemaii  " . 
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A  CALIFORNIA  BARBECUE 

Ai.TADENA,  Cal.,  April  12. 

Dear  Eniidi;  and  Tkli-:i;i<am  Rkadkrs  :  — 

Some  of  you  who  have  found  time  "  between  the  acts"  of 
the  rush  of  business,  have  i)robably  learned  throui;"h  the 
Washington  News  that  "Uncle  Sam"  has  appropriated 
JS3, 000,000  for  a  deep  sea  harbor  at  San  Pedro.  In  se- 
curini:^  this  liberal  purse  of  gold,  the  people  of  Southern 
California  ha\e  had  a  long  persistent  fight.  Having  won 
the  battle  they  arc  natural!)-  overjo\ed.  The  lailroads 
entering  San  I'edi'o  antl  her  real  estate  men  lost  no  time  in 
starting  a  business  l)oom.  They  conceived  the  idea  ot  cele- 
brating the  event  with  a  grand  barbecue.  Knowing  that 
the  people  were  boiling  o\er  with  enthusiasm  and  tarnishing 
for  an  oijjiortunity  to  indulge  in  hilarity,  take  a  ride  in  the 
cars  at  half  fare,  eat  barbecued  meat  free  of  charge,  throw 
up  their  hats,  bu)'  corner  lots  and  otherwise  make  fools  of 
themseUes  generalh',  thc\-  arranged  a  program  for  the  day 
on  a  grand  scale.  To  make  the  attraction  a  double  one 
they  took  advantage  of  the  tlead  carcass  ol  a  whale  which 
had  been  ilrixen  ashore  near  San  Pedro,  as  a  side  show  to 
the  barbecue. 

The  countr\'  was  fl()(i(led  with  fl)crs  printed  in  ga\'  colors, 
and  worded  with  such  business  taffy  as  tends  to  increase 
enthusiasm  and  ilraw  the  crowd,  not  forgetting  to  mention 
the  whale.  IC\x'r)bodv  was  ripe  for  the  occasion  and  every- 
body went. 

San    Pedro  has   had    her    barbecue,   and   although    I    am 
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obliged  to  confess  that  my  barbecue  experience  commenced 
and  ended  on  this  occasion,  I  am  i;"i"K  to  assume  the  re- 
sponsibility of  saying  that  it  was  a  full-grown,  life-size, 
liberally  conducted,  extravagantly  patronized,  first  class 
barbecue. 

The  distance  from  Pasadena  to  San  Pedro  is  about  thirty 
miles.  After  two  long  hours  of  lingering,  loitering,  tire- 
some locomotion,  the  Imig  train-load  nf  human  freight 
from  Pasadena,  pulled  intn  San  Pedro. 

This  happy,  jubilant,  grand  possessor  of  a  deep  sea 
harb(.)r  (to  be)  had  on  her  Sunday  clothes.  Her  outside  ap- 
pearance was  conclusive  evidence  that  something  had  hap- 
pened for  which  she  was  glad.  Three  million  small  sized 
flags  (more  or  less)  susjiended  from  a  net  work  of  clothes 
lines,  telegraph  and  electric  wires,  fluttering  and  quivering 
in  the  breeze,  made  the  city  look  exceedingly  gay.  A  con- 
spicuous sign  across  the  main  thoroughfare  saying,  "  The 
city  is  yours,"  was  both  generous  and  flattering.  I  knew 
that  we  were  promised  a  free  dinner,  but  didn't  expect  San 
Pedro  thrown  in  as  a  chromo.  Everybody  was  made  to 
feel  a  large  dose  of  generous  hospitality  hovering  o'er  them. 

Behind  the  inspiring  melody  and  howling  discords  of  a 
band  of  music,  and  under  the  long  lines  and  archways  of  the 
glorious  stars  and  stripes,  the  multitude  marched  through 
the  streets  to  the  scene  of  "The  Barbecue."  It  was  lo- 
cated on  an  eminence  o\erlonking  San  Pedro  Bay  and  the 
broad  Pacific,  the  rolling  surf  of  which  charms  the  soul  and 
whets  the  appetite.  Everybody  was  present,  the  fakir, 
gambler,  peanut  and  popcorn  \endei-,  with  plenty  (jf  circus 
lemonade  minus  sugar. 
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When  Dur  party  arrived  on  the  scene  of  the  feast  it 
seemed  that  all  Southern  Calitoinia  was  there  before  us  ; 
thecidwd  eoiitinued  to  increase  until  it  was  estimated  that 
10,000  hunj;"r_y  mortals  had  shown  their  willinL,mess  to  eat 
and  drink  of  San  Pednj's  hospitality,  l^'or  the  time  heinn' 
ever\bodv     laid     their     entire     stock     of     "Home     louinal 


AT  THE    BARBECUE  -  GOING   TO   SEE  THE   WHALE 


Etiquette"  on  tlie  shelf.  TheN'  had  no  use  for  it.  jud^in;;- 
from  the  ( I'owd  it  was  e\er\hod\'s  celebration.  The  minis- 
ter, la\v\er,  doctor,  merchant,  mechanii ,  laborer  and  laiuh- 
maii  were  tlieie  hugging' themselves  and  otherwise  intlulging 
in  "home  talent"  expressions  of  self-satisfaction. 
161 


Every  thoroughfare  leading  to  San  Pedro  was  lined  with 
ranchmen  from  far  and  near.  E\-ery  sort  of  conve\-ance 
known  to  the  tiller  of  California  soil  was  in  the  procession. 
The  country  lad  gently  clinging  to  the  hand  of  his  sweet 
lassie,  marched  joyfully  and  triumphantly  to  the  feast, 
armed  with  a  bag  of  peanuts  and  pepsin  gum. 

Eight  hundred  lineal  feet  of  lunch  counter  was  arranged 
in  the  shape  of  a  rectangle,  the  two  sides  each  300  feet  long 
and  the  two  ends  each  100  feet  long.  Every  inch  of  this 
space  outside  was  packed  with  a  hungry  nmb  about  si.\  deep, 
with  tears  in  their  eyes  and  outstretched  arms  clamoring 
and  begging  for  barbecued  meat.  Within  the  rectangle 
formetl  by  the  tables  was  the  wholesale  roasting  department. 
Curious  to  know  the  length  and  breadth  of  the  bill  of  fare  I 
sought  the  assistant  director  general,  Mr.  J.  B.  Sanchez,  to 
learn  how  many  "li)a\es  and  fishes"  it  required  to  feed 
10,000  hungry  Californians.  Here  is  the  menu,  and  the 
quantity  of  each  kind  of  food  actually  devoured. 

Seventeen  beeves,  eight  hogs,  twenty  sheep,  three  tons 
of  clams,  line-half  ton  of  lobsters,  one-half  ton  of  cockles, 
two  hundred  and  fifty  pounds  of  coffee,  four  hundred  pounds 
of  sugar,  fifteen  bulls  heads,  two  hundred  cans  of  sardines, 
two  thousand,  tour  hundred  loaves  of  bread,  and  fifty  gallons 
of  pickles.  Fift)-  "  rajjid  transit  "  waiters  were  actively 
engaged  from  1  i  .\.  m.  to  4  p.  m.,  cutting,  roasting,  carving 
and  serving.  Ten  cords  of  oak  wood  were  used  for  the 
cooking.  A  trench  about  si.xty  feet  long  and  six  feet  wide 
was  dug  in  the  ground,  in  which  was  the  fire  and  over 
which  was  a  huge  gridiron  of  heavy  woven  wire. 

Several  able  bodied    men  stood  here  for  five  hours  with 
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genuine  life-size  long-handled  pitchforks,  pitching  on  and 
off  this  overgrown  griiliron  large  chunks  ot  sizzling,  broiling, 
smoking  beef,  pork  and  mutton.  When  the  meat  was 
roasted,  it  was  cut  into  liberal  rations,  piled  on  large  wooden 
stretchers  and  carried  b\'  two  men  along  the  front  ranks  ot 
the  hungr)-  multitude.  A  hundred  pounds  woukl  \anish 
like  a  Cjuart  of  potatoes  before  an  elephant.  Near  the  scene 
of  the  barbecue  was  a  temporary  band  stand,  containing 
a  band  of  nnisicians  and  several  battle-scarred  warriors  Iresh 
from  the  fight  between  Santa  Monica  and  San  Pedro  for  the 
dee])  sea  harbor  i)rize.  Boiling  over  with  inspiration,  each 
in  turn  i'elie\es  himself  of  a  surplus  stock  ot  wit,  wisdom 
and  eloi|uence,  with  music  between  the  acts,  while  the  great 
crowd  cheered,  shouted,  bubbled  and  foamed  with  wild 
enthusiasm. 

If  "  Uncle  Sam  "  could  realize  how  extravagantly  hapj))-  he 
had  matle  the  people  of  San  Pedro  and  surroundings  in 
general,  owners  and  dealers  in  real  estate  in  particular,  with 
his  little  :?;3, 000,000  contribution,  he  would  go  elsewhere 
and  do  likewise.  Ihiiing  m\-  life  1  have  missed  many 
opportunities  to  attend  barbecues.  1  shall  do  nothing  ot  the 
sort  in  the  future.  Hencef(.)rth  and  forever  I  shun  the 
circus  and  join  the  barbecue  ranks.  Never  before  have  I 
witnessed  so  much  good-natured  tun,  between  the  rising  and 
the  setting  of  Nature's  glorious  sun. 

Take  my  advice  —  never  miss  a  California  barbecue.  II 
San  Pedio's  future  grcjwth  is  in  kee])ing  with  her  first 
barbecue,  Cieater  New  ^'ork  has  a  dangerous  rival. 

E.   B. 
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A  TRIP  TO  MOLNT  WILSON 

One  of  the  most  pleasant  day's  outing  during  our  winter 
at  Altadena  was  a  trip  to  Mount  Wilson,  the  highest  peak  in 
the  Sierra  Madre  range.  The  trail,  which  takes  you  ti>  the 
summit,  is  nine  miles  long,  commencing  at  the  very  base  of 
the  mountains.  This  is  truly  nine  miles  of  combined 
mountain  and  valley  scenery  so  charming  as  never  to  be 
forgotten.  Ralph  ne\er  tired  (if  his  outings  in  these  grand 
old  mountains.  There  was  a  charm  here  in  Nature's  won- 
derful combinatiim  i>|  mountain  and  valley  scenery,  with 
lovely  Pasadena  and  the  green  and  gracefulh'  undulating 
Puenta  Hills  in  the  foreground,  then  populous  Los  Angeles, 
beyond  which  are  eighteen  miles  of  fruit  and  grain  ranches, 
bordering  on  the  broad  Pacific.  Because  of  the  transparency 
of  the  atmosphere,  all  this  is  plainly  seen  by  the  naked  eye. 
This  mammoth  natural  panorama,  under  such  a  suft,  beauti- 
ful, and  cloudless  blue  sky,  simmering  in,  and  lighted  up  by 
such  a  sunlight  as  is  seen  nnl\'  in  Calilnrnia,  causes  one  to 
marvel  at  its  vastness.  As  you  climb  this  winding  trail  the 
picture  is  everchanging.  You  emerge  from  a  thicket  or 
from  a  tour  round  a  miniatme  peak  on  the  mountain  side, 
when  this  awe-inspiiing  scene  of  mountain,  valley,  and 
broad  ocean  is  thrust  upon  you  so  suddenly  that  you  in\-ol- 
untarily  stop  and  stare  in  speechless  amazement. 

Let  me  say  to  all  sojourners  in  California,  if  you  want  to 
fill  yourself  jjlumb  full  of  the  purest  air  on  earth,  eat  \(iur 
dinner  with  a  b(.)yhood  relish,  and  get  "dead  drunk"  on  a 
mi.xture  of  mountain  grandeur  and  quiet  loveliness,  fill  your 
lunch  basket  liberally  with  wholesome  food  and  spend  a  day 
on  the  Mount  Wilson  trail. 
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{ )ur  party  cmisistcd  of  four  pcrsniis  ni  the  masrulinc 
LCCiulcr,  and  t\v<i  biirnis.  What  llic  part)'  lai,kc(l  in  distin- 
giiishcd  n(.)ti)riet_v  was  fully  made  up  in  enthusiasm  and 
extravai;ant  powers  (if  food  eonsumption.  We  had  been  up 
the  old  trail,  which  commences  the  ascent  at  Sierra  Madre, 
but  this  was  our  first  journey  over  the  new  trail.  It  is  mily 
truth  to  say  that  the  trail  itself  is  the  finest  and  easiest 
mountain  trail  we  had  ever  traveled.  Its  unusual  width  and 
easy  jjrade  add  wonderfully  to  one's  comfort.  At  the  bei;"in- 
nint;'  of  the  trail  is  a  liberal  suppl)'  of  saddle  animals,  a 
majiii'itx'  of  which  aie  of  the  l(in,t;-eared  variety.  A  gentle- 
nianh'  man  who  knows  his  business  is  stationed  here  to 
relieve  tourists  of  the  embarrassment  of  goint;-  up  the  trail 
before  iia)ing  the  toll,  and  to  perform  such  other  tluties  as 
will  assist  said  tourist  in  retaiiiinj;-  his  or  her  hcmor  and  add 
to  his  or  her  comfort. 

In  less  than  fi\e  minutes  after  passint;  throu.£;"h  tlie  toll 
gate  at  the  foot  of  the  trail,  the  curtain  rises  and  the  show 
commences.  A  constantly  changing"  picture,  enormous  in 
size  and  rich  in  Nature's  high  art,  is  before  ynu  from  start 
to  finish.  The  theatre-going  members  of  the  partv  raised 
only  one  objection  tn  the  performance,  which  was  that  the 
curtain  remained  up  constantly,  thus  destroying  the  chances 
of  "going  out  between  theacts".  Intoxicated  with  the  inspiiing 
grandeur  of  Nature's  wonders  as  yi.iu  go  winding  and  zig- 
zagging along  the  almost  perpendicular  walls  of  these  giant 
hills,  your  thoughts  are  drowned  in  admiration.  Every  step 
you  go  forward  changes  the  picture,  and  every  turn  in  the 
winding  trail  so  varies  the  setting  of  the  landscape  as  to 
make  an  entirely  new  scene. 
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That  so  many  people  living  here  in  the  \alley  under  the 
shadow  of  these  grand  old  mountains,  protected  from  the 
frosts,  snows  and  ihilling  winds  of  the  east,  can  deny  them- 
selves such  a  treat  as  this  trip  affords,  is  almost  as  wonder- 
ful as  is  the  experience  filled  with  enthusiastic  charm. 

The  enterprising  effort  of  the  builders  of  this  trail  is  an 
everlasting  benefit  to  dwellers  in  the  valley.  Aside  from 
the  pleasure  thus  experienced,  they  should  show  their 
appreciation  of  such  enterprise  by  their  patronage.  If  you 
cannot  afford  the  lu.wuv  of  a  saddle  horse,  take  the  trii)  on 
foot.  In  either  case  vou  will  be  healthier,  wiser,  and 
happier.  If  you  wish  to  do  missionary  work  for  your  com- 
munity, and  confer  a  favor  on  your  tourist  friend,  that  will 
be  appreciated,  by  all  means  advise  him  to  make  this 
delightful  trip  over  the  Pasadena  and  Mount  Wilson  trail. 
He  will  thank  \ou  for  your  advice,  and  carry  with  him  to 
his  eastern  home  a  pleasant  impression  of  these  natural 
wonders  which  he  cannot  forget,  even  though  he  may  have 
lost  money  on  a  corner  lot.  E.   B. 
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A   DAY'S  OUTING   ON    HORSEBACK  THROUGH    THE   WILDS   AND   WINDING    BY-PATHS 
OF   SOUTHERN   CALIFORNIA  AFTER   A    HEAVY    RAINSTORM 


YOSEMITE  VALLEY 


THE  STORY  OF  THREE  MEN  IN  A  CAMP 
WAGON.— THE  SCENIC  GRANDEUR  OF 
AMERICA'S  GREAT  •■WONDER  OF  WON- 
DERS ■'.— TIME,  FH-TV  DAYS;  DISTANCE, 
ELEYEN  HUNDRED  AND  SEYENTY  MILES. 


O  other  fifty  clays  of  Ralph's  short  and  busy 
life  can  be  said  to  have  given  him  so 
much  pleasure,  such  a  varied  and  inspir- 
ing experience  of  everything  in  nature,  as  this  fifty 
days'  camping  trip  to  the  Yosemite  Yalley. 

Flowers  innumerable,  both  natural  and  cultivated  ; 
fruit  orchards  and  grain  ranches,  so  broad  and 
numerous;  flowering  trees  by  the  mountain  roadside 
entwined  bv  blosM)ining  \ines  reaching  to  their  very 
tops;  mammoth  trees  towering  to  the  skies  more 
than  a  hundred  feet  before  reaching  the  first  limb, 
with   mountain    scenery    so    awe    inspiring,    granite 
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walls  so  high  as  to  make  one  dizzy   to  behold,  and 
waterfalls   unniatchable  in   the   world  for  long  leaps. 
Such  natural  vastness  brings  man  face   to  face   with 
his  Maker,  and  forces  him  to  realize  his  littleness. 
The  reader  will  remember  that    I   mentioned   this 


OUR   TEAM    PASSING   THROUGH   THE   "DEAD  GIANT' 


trip  to  tlie  Yosemite  in  the  brief  historical  sketch  of 
Ralph's  life,  stating  therein  that  descriptive  letters 
of  the  trip  would  be  printed  in  this  book. 

Physicians   unanimously    agreed    that    "  roughing 
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it "'  in  the  open  air  of  a  healthful  climate  was  his 
best  medicine,  and  his  Pasadena  physician  recom- 
mended a  trip  to  the  Yosemite  Valley  in  genuine 
New  England  Gypsy  style  in  a  camp  wagon.  Such 
a  trip  over  and  through  the  great  mountains  and 
valleys  of  California  is  somethino;  of  an  undertaking, 
yet  with  its  health-giving  prospects,  thrilling  ex- 
periences, grand  opportunity  for  seeing  the  country 
as  it  is,  and  the  people  as  they  are,  and  with  that 
great  magnetic  natural  wonder  at  the  end  of  the 
journey,  we  determined  to  make  the  trip.  When  it 
was  known  that  we  had  decided  to  go,  an  up-to-date 
representative  of  the  "Pasadena  Daily  Star"  in- 
vited us  to  give  to  the  readers  of  that  paper  a  de- 
scription of  our  experience,  setting  forth  the 
wonderful  things  in  nature  for  which  California  is 
so  famous,  and  b\'  all  means  tell  them  all  about  our 
hair-breadth  escapes  from  bears,  mountain  lions, 
wildcats,  rattlesnakes,  buffaloes,  cowboys  and  wild 
Indians. 

He  proposed  naming  our  Gypsy  band  "'The 
Pasadena  Daily  Star  Expedition  to  Yosemite,"  to 
vi^hich  we  consented  on  condition  that  he  join  us. 
From  his  young  wife  and  mother-in-law  he  obtained 
consent  to  go,  agreeing  to  meet  us  by  rail  after  we 
were  out  about  a  week.  We  now  leave  "  Noot  "  in 
Pasadena.      Ralph  and    I   start  on  our  long  journey, 


Noot "  meeting  us  at  Santa  Barbara. 
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Santa  Paula,  Cai,.,  May    i,    1S97. 

EniTdK  Star  :  — 

Nnt  long  since,  your  readers  were  told  that  the  under- 
signed and  son  Ralph,  would  make  a  camping  trip  to 
Yosemite  Valley;  that  said  Ciypsy  tniuiic  had  been  dubbed 
"The  Pasadena  Daily  Star  Exix-ditii)ii  to  Ycisemite;"  and 
that  it  would  furnish  "  Star "  readers  with  a  descriptive 
account  of  the  trip.  That  statement  was  made  by  the 
"Star"  office  boy,  familiarly  known  among  his  numerous 
chums  and  creditors  as  "  Noot."  He  makes  it  binding 
upon  myself  to  carry  out  the  descripti\-e  part  of  the  pro- 
gram largely  from  his  own  imagination. 

How  the  "Star"  has  held  its  reputation  for  true  state- 
ments, burdened,  as  it  has  been,  so  long  with  "  Noot's  " 
fishing  and  shooting  yarns,  is  almost  a  miracle. 

Our  house  on  wheels,  with  its  two  occupants,  left  Pasa- 
dena, Thursday,  April  29.  A  skillfully  lettered  sign  on  the 
port  side  reads,  "  Pasadena  Daily  Star  Expedition  to 
Yosemite."  Our  appearance  has  been  so  much  admired 
thus  far  all  along  the  route  that  the  natives  as  a  whole 
speechlessly  stare  as  we  pass,  while  our  pathway  is  strewn 
with  bouquets  by  the  more  refined,  and  millionaires  beg  of 
us  to  wear  diamonds  in  our  blue  shirts,  which  are  made  of 
the  hair  from  the  native  sheep. 

Our  domestic  caravan  is  a  marvel  in  its  way.  It  is  fitted 
and  furnished  from  the  ground  up,  inside  and  outside,  top 
and  bottom,  fore  and  aft,  with  as  many  comhirts  and  lu.xuries 
of  life  as  can  jiossibly  be  tied  on,  nailed  on,  glued  on,  and 
stuffed  in.  In  the  carriage  are  two  stationary  beds 
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fur  three  persons.  Let  me  assure  you  that  under  the  beds 
are  numerous  artieles  of  food,  wearing  apparel,  and  house- 
keeping utensils  not  eommonh'  looketl  for  under  the  bed  in 
a  well-regulated  family.  On  the  inside  wall  above  the  bed 
and  on  the  ceiling  are  a  violin,  autoharp,  and  harmonica, 
which  we  use  instead  of  a  shotgun  for  protection  against 
wild  animals  and  highway  robbers.  Last,  but  not  least,  is 
an  artistic  calendar  from  the  clothing  house  of  Bicknell 
Bros.,  Lawrence,  Mass.,  made  fast  in  the  uppermost  lett 
hand  corner  on  the  port  side  of  the  bow  of  our  prairie 
schooner.  The  caravan  is  drawn  by  two  grey  horses. 
Friends  ad\ised  us  to  take  mules,  but  we  had  no  accident 
policv,  little  courage  and  no  mule  experience,  so  we  declined 
mule  con\e\ance  with  thanks. 

(  )ur  lirst  camping  place  was  in  the  city  park  at  .San 
Fernando  near  the  S.  P.  K.  R.  Several  San  Fernand<iites 
sought  interviews  with  us,  being  convinced  that  we 
hailed  from  the  queen  city  of  Southern  California.  One 
gentlemanly  man  asked  if  "  lirother  Gardner"  would  meet 
us  at  Yosemite.  We  informed  him  that,  as  usual,  the 
proprietor  must  stay  at  home  and  attenil  to  business  while 
the  bo)s  go  on  a  vacation.  If  San  Fernando  wants  us  to 
camp  in  her  city  park  again,  she  must  either  remo\e  said 
l)ark  or  the  S.  P.  R.  R.  If  anybody  doubts  that  the  S.  P. 
sits  up  nights  to  handle  freight  with  howling,  screeching 
loconK.itives  at  San  P"ernando,  he  or  she  can  be  con\inced 
otherwise  by  camping  in  her  city  park;  and  if  Chicago  would 
like  to  be  relieved  of  the  conceited  idea  that  she  is  the  on.ly 
railroad  center  of  importance  in  LIncle  Sam's  domain,  let 
her  go  and  do  likewise.  In  ortler  that  your  readers  may 
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follow  our  route  intelligently,  I  will  state  that  we  propose  to 
follow  the  coast  to  San  Francisco,  thence  to  Stockton  by 
boat,  there  resuming  our  camping  journey  to  Yosemite, 
returning  via  Fresno,  Bakersfield,  and  Newhall.  From  San 
Fernando  our  course  is  through  Santa  Susanna  Pass  to 
Simi  Valley,  through  Grimes'  Canyon  to  Santa  Paula, 
thence  up  the  Santa  Paula  Canyon  to  Ojai  Valley,  Nordhoff 
and  over  Casitas  Pass  to  Santa  Barbara. 

Two  features  in  the  San  P"ernando  Valley  specially 
attracted  our  attention.  First,  her  thousands  upon  thous- 
ands of  acres  of  grain,  some  of  which  cannot  fail  to  yield 
three  tons  to  the  acre.  Secondly,  a  beautiful  fruit  orchard, 
two  and  a  half  miles  long,  of  oranges,  peaches,  apricots, 
ohves  and  almonds.  The  old  mission  in  its  shattered  con- 
dition, surrounded  by  gigantic  palms  and  oli\e  trees  a 
century  old,  is  another  interesting  feature  of  the  valley. 

Leaving  this  valley  we  enter  the  Santa  Susanna  Pass, 
through  which  is  a  charming  dri\-e  of  about  fi\-e  miles.  The 
grade  is  an  easy  one,  winding  and  climbing  to  the  summit, 
where  is  the  dividing  line  between  Los  Angeles  and 
Ventura  Counties.  The  fine  condition  of  the  road  on  the 
Los  Angeles  County  side,  and  the  rough  condition  on  the 
Ventura  County  side,  is  a  very  good  comparison  of  the 
general  condition  of  roads  in  the  two  counties.  Leaving 
this  pass  we  enter  the  Simi  valley,  which  is  about  eight 
miles  long,  four  wide,  almost  as  level  as  the  ocean,  and 
nearly  all  in  wheat  and  barley.  It  was  a  beautiful  sight. 
Perhaps  you  can  better  understand  the  wholesale  method 
of  ranching  in  this  valley  by  a  harvesting  statement 
which  I  have  ivom  an  intelligent  and  honest  looking  native. 
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He  said  "the  valley  is  nearly  all  owned  by  one  company," 
The  grain  is  slaughtered  with  a  combined  harvester,  which 
costs  Si 800,  making  it  a  dangerous  pla\thing  for  a 
poor  man.  It  is  drawn  by  thirtv-two  horses,  which  would 
seem  to  make  a  strong  team.  It  cuts  a  swath  eighteen  feet 
wide,  threshes,  winnows  and  puts  the  grain  u])  in  sacks, 
leaving  the  straw  in  heaps  or  scattered  behind  as  the  owner 
may  wish.  It  would  seem  that  thirty-two  horses  could  eat 
the  grain  as  they  go  along  and  thus  jirevent  further  trouble. 
The  combined  harvester  requires  five  men  to  operate  it. 
Our  informant  said  that  drawing  the  grain  out  of  the  valley 
over  the  mountains  to  market  was  another  wholesale  opera- 
tion. He  looked  very  pious  when  he  said  he  had  seen 
eighteen  teams  of  ten  horses  each,  each  team  hitched  to  two 
w-agons,  making  one  hundred  and  eighty  horses  and  thirty- 
si.x  wagons,  all  in  one  train  loaded  with  grain  on  its  wav  to 
market.  Each  team  of  ten  horses  is  driven  b\'  one  man 
with  a  single  line  running  from  the  near  leader  to  the  near 
pole  horse.  The  teams  are  doubled  up  when  passing  over 
steep  grades. 

Second  night  we  camped  at  Simi  in  a  little  glen  by  the 
roadside  beside  a  beautiful  little  stream  of  water.  The 
monotony  of  this  rippling  brook  and  the  musical  bullfrog 
therein  was  largely  in  contrast  t<i  the  screeching  locomotive 
at  San   Fernando.      It  was  a  night  of  sound,  restful  sleep. 

Third  day  out  was  Ma)-  day  and  we  soon  learned  that 
such  is  a  great  day  in  California  for  country  picnics. 
Business  was  entirely  suspended  over  om-  entire  route 
during  that  da\'.  Every  method  of  con\e_\ance  in  the 
mountains     and     \alleys    went    into     the     picnic    business. 
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Everybody  went,  from  the  infant  to  the  octoo-enarian. 
"The  Star  Expedition"  was  besieL;e(l  with  invitations  tn 
jiiin  twii  jiicnics  on  its  route  (Uirini;^  the  day.  The  ruad  was 
hned  with  a  happy  throng  from  earl)'  nmrn  till  nii^ht.  To 
prove  that  he  furnished  no  adulterated  milk  for  a  ])icnic,  one 
man  took  his  eow  alont;'  with  him,  extraetiiii;'  that  nourishin;;' 
fluid  therefrom  on  the  grounds. 

The  interesting  feature  of  the  da)'  acldeil  tn  pieiiie  hikuity 
was  the  di'ive  thmugii  (iiinies'  Canyon  passing  Santa  Paula 
oil  fields,  caniping  the  third  night  at  Santa  Paula. 

Since  c)ur  camping  tour  to  Yosemite  was  announced  in 
the  "Star,"  "  Noot  "  has  decided  to  join  us  at  Santa  l^ar- 
bara,  after  which  "  Star"  readers  ma\'  e.vpect  from  his  |)en 
something  interesting,  polished,  and  startling. 

E.  B. 


BuKToN   Mound,  San'I'A  Barbara,  May  6. 

Eiiri'oR  S'rAR  :  — 

We  arrived  at  Santa  Barbara,  Tuesday,  at  5.30  p.m.  ;  are 
camping  on  Burton  Mound  beside  an  open  air  dancing  pa- 
vilion and  so  near  to  the  water's  edge  of  the  Pacific  that  the 
monotonous  niar  of  the  breakers  is  a  sure  cure  for  insomnia. 
Last  evening  we  were  entertained  with  music  and  dancing 
at  the  ]3avilion  close  In'  our  camping  outfit  iii  honor  ot  "The 
Stai"  Ivxiiedition  to  \'oseniite."  "Noot"  clainisit  was  in  honor 
of  his  arrixal,  but  \'ou  know  he  always  claims  everything  in 
sight,  lie  arrived  and  joined  us  at  S  p.  m.,  Wednesday. 
Knowing   that   he  has   a   reputation  lor  doing  more  than  his 
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share  of  the  work  in  camp  hfe  we  held  a  meeting,  elected 
officers,  and  made  an  impartial  division  of  the  work  which  is 
to  follow.  Out  of  respect  for  age,  I  was  made  president, 
chief  manager,  director  general,  treasurer,  buyer  of  supplies, 
cashier,  engineer,  inspector    of  rolling    stock,   committee  on 


CAMPING   AT   BURTON    MOUND,    SANTA   BARBARA 


arbitration,  guide  and  all  round  hustler.  Ralph  was  unani- 
mously elected  cook,  manager  of  the  culinary  tlepart- 
ment  and  artist  photographer.  It  was  agreed  that  "  Noot  " 
should  do  a  large   share  of  the   eating  and  a  small  share  of 
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the  work.  It  was  also  agreed  that  he  shovikl  furnish  fish 
and  i;'ame  for  the  expeditwn,  shoot  all  the  bears,  mountain 
lions,  wildeats  and  rattlesnakes,  and  "holler  niurdei' "  when 
we  are  attacked  by  robbers  and  Indians.  Knowing  his 
ability  for  telling  all  the  truth,  and  more  if  necessary,  he  was 
elected  sporting  editor.  So  it  will  be  distinctly  understood 
that  he  onl\-  will  be  responsible  for  any  and  all  carelessness 
in  that  direction.  In  my  first  letter  I  neglected  to  say  that 
our  trip,  it  carried  out  as  we  now  anticipate,  will  cover  from 
I  lOO  to  I  200  miles. 

Commencing  at  Santa  Paula  where  our  last  letter  left  you 
our  course  was  up  the  Santa  Paula  Canyon  and  through 
the  Ojai  X'alley.  Seven  miles  of  winding  mountain  road 
amid  beautiful  scenery,  and  our  attention  was  attracted  by 
the  quiet  lovelines  of  a  mountain  ranch  of  1200  acres  owned 
b\-  Mr,  Dietz  of  Oakland.  Little  streams  of  water  are 
everywhere.  So  pure  and  cool  is  the  water,  so  bracing  the 
air,  and  so  green  is  \-egetaion  that  we  were  reminded  of 
the  White  Mountains  in  New  Hampshire.  His  place  is 
called  h'erndale.  He  is  a  great  admirer  of  nature,  as  is 
shown  b)-  his  charming  surroundings.  A  little  further  up 
the  cany(jn  are  the  McCutcheon  Sulphur  Springs,  where  is  a 
large  grove  of  oak  trees  dotted  here  and  there  with  camj^ers 
seeking  the  healing  qualities  of  the  water  and  nature's  sur- 
roundings. Further  on,  high  up  on  the  mountain  side,  are 
develojK'd  oil  fields,  where  all  along  the  roadwa)'  the  greasy, 
slini)',  cold  molasses-like  stuff  is  trying  to  mi.\  itself  up  with 
innocent  travelers. 

Ten  miles  from  Santa  Paula  and  we  are  in  the  Ojai  (Ohi) 
Valley.  The  two  valleys,  upper  and  lower,  are  together 
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abont  ten  miles  long.  The  surface  is  for  the  most  part  roll- 
ing, soil  very  rich,  which  is  evidenced  b\-  the  grain  and  fruit 
orchards  seen  fmni  beginning  to  end.  Near  the  middle  of 
tlie  valley  is  the  ranch  of  Mr.  Tom  Thompson.  ( )ne  (if  his 
se\en  suns  had  visited  us  in  Altadena  and  we  could  not  pass 
without  a  call.  We  hatl  intended  to  camp  that  night  at 
Nordhoff,  five  miles  ahead,  but  Mr.  Thompson  urged  that 
we  remain  with  him  until  morning,  incidentally  remarking 
that  he  had  a  large  wine  cellar  filled  with  grape  juice,  both 

old  and  voung,  and  the 
t  e  m  |)  t  a  t  i  I)  n  was  too 
much  til  resist.  I  was 
glad  that  "  Noot  "  was 
IK  it  with  us,  f(ir  I  know 
sii  m  e  of  his  failings. 
One  (if  Mr.  Thompson's 
sons  ha(.l  just  contracted 
a  disease  known  as  "  the 
country  fiddler."  Me  is 
Udt  far  a(.l\anced,  but 
willing  and  anxious  to 
learn.  He  spied  our 
musical  instruments  tied  to  the  top  sail  (if  (Uir  prairie 
schiioner,  which  resulted  in  a  musicale,  not  classical,  but 
simple  anil  enjoyable.  The  honest,  open-hearted  and  liberal 
manner  of  treatment  we  received  at  Mr.  Thompson's  is 
more  evidence  of  the  hospitable  nature  of  the  California 
ranchman.  We  meet  many  kind  and  agreeable  people. 
Occasionally  we  run  up  against  a  two-legged  animal  lacking 
only  two  more  legs  and  bristles  to  make  a  first-class  hog. 
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Seven  sons  and  daughter  of  Tom  Thompson, 
Ojai   Valley 


On  a  camping  trip  we  made  in  April,  \vc  called  at  a  hmise 
for  hot  water  where  we  were  campint;  tor  the  night.  The 
prn])rietnr  laughed  with  a  sneer,  sa)ing  that  we  C'alifurnians 
don't  like  to  cut  wood,  but  "if  there  is  an_\'  nmney  in  \e  " 
I  will  build  a  fire  and  heat  you  some.  1  aiiologized  tor 
having  asked  such  a  favor,  went  to  the  next  hduse  where 
they  were  not  too  mean  td  keep  warm,  was  met  by  a  lady 
whii  seemed  glad  to  be  on  earth  and  was  happy  because  she 
didn't  know  how  to  be  mean.  She  was  almost  willing  to 
pay  for  an  (iiipi>rtunit\-  tn  do  a  favor  and  she  in\ited  "ur 
whole  party  of  four  tn  sit  bv  her  fire  anil  spend  the  evening. 
Such  people  are  pleasant  to  meet.  It  is  such  kindhearted- 
ness  that  induces  man  to  worshii)  w<iman. 

l'"rnm  Mr.  Thnmiison's  wine  cellar  we  drove  straight  tu 
Nordhoff,  a  thriving  little  village  in  (  )jai  Valley,  made  beau- 
tiful by  mammoth  oaks.  From  here  made  a  side  tri]5  to 
Matilija  Hot  Si)rings,  which  took  us  seven  miles  out  ol  our 
way.  It  is  located  in  Matilija  Canyon,  and  is  reached  b\'  the 
rockiest  road  on  record.  Ten  thousand  sheep  had  gone  up 
the  road  just  ahead  of  us.  Imagine  40,000  little  peaketl 
hoofs  going  over  a  dry,  tlusty,  rocky  road  picking  awa\'  from 
the  rocks  about  ft)ur  inches  of  the  soil  and  grinding  it  to 
powder  and  you  will  better  realize  the  condition  of  this  r<.)ad. 
Matilija  Springs  are  all  right  when  you  get  there,  but  I  ad- 
vise you  to  go  ahead  of  the  sheep.  This  canyon  and  water- 
ing place  was  named  for  an  Indian  chief.  He  was  one  of 
the  last  to  be  conquered  by  the  Spanish  forces  and  his  last 
battle  was  fought  in  this  canyon.  In  this  battle  the  whole 
tribe  was  exterminated  excepting  only  his  daughter  who,  with 
her  wounded  lover,  climbed  to  the  summit  of  a  high  hill 
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where  her  lover  died.  She  buried  his  body  and  afterwards 
died  on  his  grave.  A  cross  at  the  summit  marks  the  his- 
toric spot. 

Leaving  Matilija  we  drove  twelve  miles  to  the  mouth  of 
Cositas  Pass,  where  we  camped  beside  a  beautiful  stream 
among  large  oaks    in    the    solitude  of    mountain   grandeur. 


TWO  ACRES  OF  CALLA    LILIES   AT   VENTURA 

We  passed  through  this  same  can  von  one  month  since  on  a 
camping  trip  to  Santa  Barbara.  When  leaving  Ventura  we 
enc|uired  for  a  camping  (ilace  about  fifteen  miles  away.  Were 
told  tliat  "Bill  McDcrniitt's"  place  would  please  us.  This 
mountain  pass  is  eleven  miles  l<ing,  and  for  natural  grandeur 
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it  is  the  must  charmiiiL;  carriage  dri\'e  I  ever  took.  The 
soil  is  of  the  richest  to  the  very  summit  anil  very  deep. 
Vegetation  is  in  great  abundance  and  variety.  The  wind- 
ing, climbing  pathway  is  lined  with  mammoth  oaks  under 
which  is  a  carpet  of  many  shades  of  green.  Wild  flowers 
are  in  abumlance.  Many  varieties  of  large  trees  are  seen 
in  hill  bloom  with  flowering  vines  climbing  to  their  very- 
tops  and  seeming  to  look  for  a  ladder  cm  which  to  finish 
their  climbing  ambition.  Looking  tlnwn  when  munding 
the  curves  small  ranches  are  seen  sleeping  in  the  small 
valleys,  making  many  pictures  of  rare  beauty,  fi-amed  nn  all 
sides  by  this  wealth  of  mountain  scenery. 

The  moment  you  enter  the  pass  the  curtain  rises  on  an 
everchanging  picture  during  the  whole  distance.  Twin 
picture  galleries  eleven  miles  long.  The  growth  of  vege- 
tation in  this  mountain  pass  is  trul\-  wonderful.  Wild 
mustard  b)-  the  roadside  stands  twehe  feet  high,  one  vear's 
growth,  measured  with  one  of  Bicknell  Bros.'  tape  measures, 
which  are  always  correct. 

Where  the  surroundings  began  to  answer  the  descrijjtion 
of  "Bill  McDermitt's  ranch"  we  met  twn  men  planting 
olive  trees  by  the  roadside.  I  said,  "Can  you  tell  us  where 
lives  Bill  McDcrmitt.?"  "  Bill  McDcrmitt  !  Bill!  Weill 
reckon  'Bill'  is  living  at  San  Ouentin.  He  is  doing  fifteen 
years  there  for  murder."  We  encjuired  the  cause  of  "Bill's" 
misfortune,  learned  that  he  settled  an  argument  with  two 
men  with  a  double  barreled  shotgun.  The  two  men  died 
and  the  law  settled  with  "Bill"  as  above  stated.  Our  in- 
formant says,  "  I  bought  Bill's  ranch  and  this  is  the  place." 
The  mountain  side,  where  the  tree  planting  was  going  on, 
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was  so  steep  that  they  used  a  sled  on  which  to  draw  the 
trees.  So  our  charming  ride  that  day  ended  at  the  scene  of 
a  double  murder,  which  added  a  tinge  of  romance  to  our 
scenic  enthusiasm.  High  up  in  the  mountains  we  camped 
that  night.  Very  near  to  nature  and  \^ery  far  from  any 
other  place,  amid  the  haunts  of  deer,  bear,  mountain  lions, 
and  iin  the  very  spot  where  enraged  man  went  hunting  for 
human  gore.  W'e  saw  no  ghosts  and  were  not  devoured  by 
wild  beasts.  Bill's  successor  and  hired  man  were  "  bach- 
ing "  and  when  they  saw  our  musical  instruments  we  were 
immediately  engaged  as  star  performers  at  a  musicale  at 
their  mountain  residence  where  we  were  treated  to  peanuts, 
olives,  and  apples  of  home  talent  production  and  listened  to 
blootl  curdling  tales  of  their  experiences  with  wild  beasts. 
Our  journey  down  the  other  side  of  the  mountain  the  next 
morning  was  a  repetition  of  the  natural  grandeur  of  the 
previous  day,  taking  us  into  the  rich  Carpenteria  valley, 
noted  for  its  [.iroduction  of  lima  beans,  walnuts  and  the 
largest  grapevine  in  the  world.  This  grapevine  is  a  natural 
wonder.  I  have  seen  the  world-renowned  vine  at  Hampton 
Court,  England,  and  was  told  that  for  size  that  vine  wore 
the  champion  belt.  It  is  only  a  baby  when  compared  to 
this  horticultural  wonder  at  Carpenteria,  California.  The 
owner,  Jacob  Wilson,  is  an  old  gentleman  and  he  is  as  proud 
of  his  overgrown  wonder  as  is  a  boy  of  his  first  knee  pants. 
He  declined  an  nffer  of  one  thousand  dollars  for  the  vine  to 
be  exhibited  at  the  midwinter  Fair  at  San  Francisco.  It 
measures  ar(_)und  the  trunk  seven  feet,  ten  inches.  It 
covers  more  than  a  quarter  of  an  acre  and  is  supported  by  a 
huge  wooden  frame  eight  feet  above  the  ground.     The  esti- 
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mated  yearly  production  of  grapes  is  from  eight  to  ten  tons. 
The  first  Santa  Barbara  county  election  under  American 
rule  was  held  under  this  \ine.  Under  its  branches  eight 
hundred  persons  can  easily  be  protected  fr(.)ni  the  piercing 
ra)s  of  old  Sol. 

From  Carpentaria  to  Santa  Barbara  is  twelve  miles,  all 
the  while  close  to  the  broad  Pacific,  passing  thri5ugh  Sum- 
merland  oil  fields  so  close  to  the  water's  edge  of  the  Pacific 
that  one  well  is  actually  in  the  waters  of  that  great  puddle. 

The  ne.xt  "Star  expedition  to  Yosemite  "  letter  will  be 
from  the  pen  of  "  Noot,"  "the  office  boy."  Look  out  for 
something  iiolished.  E.   B. 


S.\N   Luis,   Obispo,   Ma)-    iith.,    iSg/. 

Editor  St.ar  :  — 

Overland  journeys  bv  wagon  are  becoming  a  popular 
mode  of  traveling  from  cities  of  the  south  to  the  famous 
Yosemite  valley.  When  one  has  plenty  of  time  at  one's 
disposal  and  enjoys  the  freedom  of  camp  life  it  is  certainly 
the  best  way  to  see  and  learn  the  country  through  which 
you  pass.  Besides  it  is  a  delightful  way  to  spend  a  sum- 
mer vacation. 

It  was  my  good  fortune  to  be  invited  to  join  a  party  com- 
prising my  dignified  eastern  uncle  and  his  son,  both  from 
away  down  in  Massachusetts,  neither  of  whom  is  very 
much  accustomed  to  the  cars.  The  aforesaid  uncle  was 
brought  up  a  poor  farmer's  boy  and  there  learned  how  to 
handle  h(.)rses  and   drink  sour  milk.     Without   joking,  it  re- 
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quires  one  who  is  a  good  driver  and  thumughly  understands 
the   care  of  horses  to  make  this  trip. 

Coming  back  to  the  uncle,  he  left  the  larm,  went  tn  the 
city,  got  into  the  clnthiiig  business  and  now  here  he  is  on 
the  way  to  the  ^'osemite.  'I"he  s(in  is  a  chip  ot  the  dUI 
block  and  is  also  hmd  of  sour  milk,  bcsiiles  being  a  great 
kodak  heiid.  lie  also  sticks  \\\)  for  Boston  and  is  very  par- 
ticular in  regard  to  the  pronunciation  ol  words.  ( )ne  is 
fifty  years  of  age,  the  other  fifteen,  and  about  in)  own  age 
—  that  can  be  best  judged  and  ascertained  when  I  return 
home  where  the  winds 
will  blow  through  m\' 
full  beard. 

When  it  was  finalh 
decided  that  we  three 
should  make  this  trip 
together,  we  first  saw 
those  who  had  gone 
before  us  and  g(.)t  all 
the  information  possible 
to  obtain  without  having 
to  pay  for  it. 

For  the  benefit  ot  the  many  who  are  contemplating  the 
same  trip,  I  will  give  a  detailed  ilescription  of  our  outfit 
made  up  of  the  best  joint  advice  of  those  who  had  been  to 
the  Yosemite  and  which  we  think,  ami  \\\m\  from  experience 
thus  far,  to  be  a  \  er)'  complete  one. 

Our  conveyance  is   liberally   supplied    on   the   inside   with 
rows  of  oilcloth  pockets,  hooks,  etc.      It    is  a  two  storv  affair 
with  a  double  spring  mattress    about   three  feet  from  the  top 
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and  a  single  bed  underneath  raised  ten  inches  from  the 
floor — not  with  baking  powder — but  boxes  of  groceries, 
provisions  and  camied  goods.  This  under  bed  is  the  "  Star  " 
man's  boudoir  where  it  is  necessary  to  perform  the  antics 
of  a  contortionist  in  order  to  get  into  bed.  Once  there  I  am 
imprisoned  for  the  night  and  I  have  to  depend  on  the  mercy 
of  my  companions  to  get  up  in  the  morning.  They  appreci- 
ate mv  predicament  and  while  I  ha\e  to  crawl  in  head  first 
they  pull  me  out  feet  first  promptly  at  five  o'clock  every 
morning  sleepy  and  undressed.  While  I  am  not  accus- 
tomed to  such  hours  I  have  nothing  to  say  in  the  matter. 
Instead  nf  waiting  for  my  signal  they  pull  me  out  when 
they  think  I  ought  to  get  up.  Realizing  my  helplessness  I 
refrain  from  grumbling  lest  they  make  me  stay  abed  all  day. 
The  bed  is  a  sure  cure  for  somnambulism  and  a  desire  to  be 
a  circus  acrobat. 

Three  cameras,  a  violin,  an  autuharp,  gun,  fishing  rods, 
etc.,  help  ti)  make  time  pass  agreeably. 

The  writer  joined  the  "  Star  Expedition  "  at  Santa  Barbara, 
Wednesday  night,  where  he  found  the  outfit  going  rapidly 
to  rack  and  ruin.  The  beds  were  unmade,  dishes  un- 
washed, and  e\erything  seemed  to  be  in  a  tipsy  condition. 
Kerosene  and  doughnuts  were  companions  in  the  same  box 
and  it  is  only  our  excellent  appetites  which  enables  us  to 
eat  those  kerosene  doughnuts.  The  whole  outfit  was 
terribly  degenerated.  A  few  hours  of  hard  work  and  crusty 
orders  straightened  things  out  again  and  the  dignity  of  the 
"  Daily  Star  Expedition  "  was  upheld  never  to  degenerate 
again. 

Our  private  car,  a  la  prairie  schooner,  left  Santa  Barbara 
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Thursday  nKirniiii;-  amid  the  noisy  barking  of  tlogs,  the  in- 
sinuating slurs  of  small  bo)  s  ami  the  curious  gaze  of  the 
whole  town  on  the  "Star"  outfit,  which  the  commander-in- 
chief  considered  as  a  comi)liment.  The  admiration  of  the 
fair  sex  directed  toward  us  was  also  ver\'  noticeable.  The 
kodak  fiend  thinks  it  was  for  him  alone,  but  the  rest  of  us 
are  not  willing  to  concede  all  the  beauty  of  the  outfit  to  he 
possessed  by  this  beardless  youth.  Our  journe)-  that  day 
took  us  through  the  Santa  Barbara  \'alley,  a  counti\  with 
small  rolling  ranches  very  much  of  the  character  and  a])- 
[iearance  of  Pennsylvania  farms.  In  the  afternoon  we 
ascended  the  San  Marcus  Pass  over  the  San  \'nez  Moun- 
tains. The  road  is  \ery  difficult  of  access  in  many  [ilaces. 
That  night  we  stopped  at  the  summit  of  the  road  at  an 
elevation  of  four  thousand  feet.  The  so-called  pass  is 
nothing  more  than  a  wagon  road  over  the  mountains.  We 
made  but  seventeen  miles  this  day. 

F"ridav  morning  found  us  descending  the  San  Marcus 
Pass  and  the  worst  road  of  the  trip  was  experienced.  Tre- 
mendous grade,  turns,  boulders,  sand  and  e\er\thing  that 
goes  to  make  up  a  poor  road  was  in  our  passage.  Alter 
eight  miles  of  this  sort  of  traveling  we  entered  the  delight- 
ful San  Vnez  X'alley  where  the  niad  is  shaded  and  mam- 
moth old  oak  trees  dot  the  rolling  fields  of  growing  grain 
for  a  distance  of  nearlv  twenty  miles.  The  countrv,  how- 
e\'er,  shows  a  lack  of  watei'  and  already  most  ot  the  fields 
have  attained  a  brownish  hue.  Cove\s  of  quail  and  fiocks 
of  wild  pigeons  were  so  numerous  that  (jur  passage  was 
blocked  several  times.  That  day  we  met  Mr.  Andrew 
Waters,  a  former  well  known  Pasadena  artist,  who  is  now  so- 
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journing  in  the  Santa  Ynez  Mountains  and  whose  delicate 
health  has  been  greatly  benefited  by  the  change.  In  cover- 
ing a  distance  of  fifteen  miles  we  passed  but  one  house, 
which  shows  how  the  country  is  settled.  After  traveling 
twenty-two  miles  that  da\-  we  made  camp  at  Santa  Ynez,  a 
town  of  about  three  hundred  inhabitants.  The  business 
portion  is  uKjstly  saloons  and  the  loc?dity  is  said  to  be  one 
of  the  hottest  in  the  State.  The  state  of  the  weather  we 
experienced  there  corroborates  the  statement. 

Leaving     Santa    Ynez.    Saturday    morning,    we    passed 

through  the  town  of  Hal- 
lard,  three  miles  from 
the  last  named  place,  and 
Los  Olivas,  three  miles 
from  Ballard.  From 
here  we  entered  the 
famous  Sis-quoc  \'alley, 
noted  fur  its  immense 
dairy  farms  and  good 
pasture  lands.  The  road 
was  nearl)^  all  down  hill 
and  conspicuouslv  good 
and  a  distance  of  twent\-nine  miles  was  traveled  to  the 
hamlet  of  Garey,  where  our  schooner  dropped  anchor  and 
furled  sail  on  a  crusty  gentleman's  lot.  The  man  accosted 
us  with  blood  in  his  eye,  but  urn  \'ankee  captain  soon 
smoothed  the  ruffles  out  of  the  owner's  temper  and  the 
anchor  remained  fast  for  the  night.  The  land  in  the  Sis- 
quoc  Valley  is  divided  into  very  large  dairy,  hay,  and  grain 
ranches,  well  cultixated,  with  houses  few  and  far  apart. 
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In   camp  at   Santa   Ynez,    Santa   Barbara   County 


Sunday  morning  found  us  going  through  a  delightfully 
level  grain  country  and  our  schooner  virtually  sailed  over  a 
field  of  wheat  and  barley  for  a  distance  of  twelve  miles  when 
Santa  Maria  was  reached.  The  town  is  prosperous  looking 
and  claims  about  tweh'e  hundred  inhabitants.  Nipomo,  a 
city  of  about  half  the  size,  five  miles  farther  on,  was  our 
Sunday  dinner  stO])ping  place.  Here  a  tramp  preacher 
overtook  us  and  saved  us  the  necessity  of  attending  church. 
Nipomo  brags  of  producing  the  finest  apricots  in  the  country. 
Arroyo  Grande,  eight  miles  farther  on,  is  the  next  city. 
The  place  claims  fifteen  hundred  population,  has  two 
weekly  newspapers  and  about  seventeen  saloons.  F"rom 
Arroyo- (.irande  we  encountered  some  more  poor  roads,  sandy 
and  hilly.  The  country  changes  decidedly  in  character 
after  lea\ing  the  last  named  city.  Poor  looking  farmhouses 
and  poorer  looking  farms  are  conspicuous,  although  it  is 
c|uite  thickly  settled.  That  night  we  had  a  difficult  time  in 
reaching  cam].).  Every  countryman  measures  distances 
differently.  One  would  tell  us  to  stop  at  the  only  cam]iing 
place,  five  miles  farther  on.  After  going  four  miles  another 
would  give  us  the  same  advice  and  the  same  distance  and 
so  on.  These  poor  country  folk  are  honest,  but  mighty 
ignorant  as  to  the  length  of  a  mile. 

Camp  was  finally  made  at  Corral  de  Piedre  on  the  Dowell 
ranch,  a  somewhat  sequestered  locality  five  miles  from 
Arroyo  Grande.  We  broke  the  record  b)-  making  thirty- 
three  miles  for  the  day.  Here  we  have  the  "old  oaken 
bucket  "  and  water  that  is  pleasant  enough  to  the  taste,  but 
has  all  the  ajipearance  of  strong  coffee. 

Monday  morning,  after  ten  miles  traveling,  saw  us  at  San 
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Luis  Obispo.  The  captain  of  the  schdoner  put  for  the 
barber  shop,  the  kodak  fiend  and  steward  struck  for 
an  ice-cream  saloon,  while  the  "Star"  man  or  first  mate 
found  several  letters     awaitint^  him     at   the  post-office. 

San  Luis  Obispo  at  first  appearance  is  quite  a  pretty  little 
place.  The  business  section  is  nearly  as  large  as  Pasadena, 
although  the  population  is  but  thirty-two  hundred.  Moun- 
tain ranges  fence  the  citv  nn  all  sides  and  the  place  is  a 
great  center  for  the  farmers  for  several  miles  arounil. 
Business  is  depressingly  c[uiet,  however,  and  ice-cream  sells 
for  fifteen  cents  a  plate.  This  is  an  outrage  and  we  leave 
here  tomorrow  niKin,  when  the  cajitain  will  take  u))  the 
thread  i.if  the  "  Star  ]v\]ieditiiin's  "  log  book  and  report  in 
letter  number  four.  "  NnuT." 


F.Aso   RoBi.ES,  Cm..,  May  ii. 

De.-\r  EniTOR  .AND  Sr.\K  Kf.mikks:  — 

My  competing  literar\-  antagonist,  "  Nmit,  "  and  myself 
have  formed  a  literary  trust  or  i-ombine,  each  agreeing  to 
allow  the  other  to  do  half  of  the  "Star"  letter  writing  in 
connection  with  our  trip  and  divide  the  spoils  equally.  If 
said  spoils  are  sufficiently  large,  we  propose  to  erect  guide- 
boards  at  every  highway  junction  in  California  and  clear  the 
state  of  all  the  barbed  wire  and  ha\-  wire  that  is  kicking 
about   loose  and   everlastingly  getting  itself  mi.xed   up   with 
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everything  that  moves  about  on  legs  or  wheels.  Should  we 
fail  to  accomplish  this  good  work,  allow  me  to  advise  you 
all  to  lose  no  opportunity  to  let  the  job  to  the  first  kind- 
hearted  millionaire  \-ou  find  that  is  famishing  for  missionary 
fame. 

To  be  relieved  of  half  the  letter  writing  to  the  "  Star  "  in 
connection  with  our  trip  is  most  agreeable  to  myself  and  I 
am  sure  that  "Star"  readers  will  heave  a  sigh  of  relief. 
"  Noot  "  has  just  finished  his  first  effort.  It  so  shines  with 
original  literary  polish  that  I  assure  you  it  is  an  embarrass- 
ing duty  for  me  to  attempt  anything  in  comparison  that  can 
possibly  interest  the  many  classical  critics  among  "  Star  " 
readers. 

Our  prairie  schooner  weighed  anchor  this  morning  at  an 
early  hour  in  order  to  sail  over  San  Luis  Obispo  Mountains 
before  the  extreme  heat  of  the  day.  About  three  miles 
from  this  city  the  mountain  grade  commences.  The 
road  is  extremely  smooth  and  hard  and  the  grade  easy  but 
long,  about  si.\  miles  of  continuous  winding  antl  climbing. 
In  her  mountain  architecture  Nature  seems  to  have  pos- 
sessed an  unlimited  stock  of  originality.  She  has  done  some 
large  jobs  in  this  state  in  mountain  building  and  in  every 
case  seems  to  have  worked  from  original  plans.  In  every 
case  she  uses  a  different  style  of  architecture,  different  ma- 
terial and  different  outside  finish. 

Unlike  Casitas  Pass  near  Santa  Barbara,  which  for  un- 
distui'bed  natural  beauty,  gi'andeur  and  wealth  of  flowering 
vegetation  is  thus  far  the  most  interesting,  this  pass  over 
San  Luis  Obispo  Mountains  presents  fewer  yet  broader 
pictures.       It    is    one     broad    expanse    of    large     mountain 
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ranches  and  i;razing  hills,  sparsely  dnttetl  with  trees  nearly 
all  oak.  The  windiiiL;-  roadway  is  liiieil  with  lari^^e  .t^rain 
fields  stood  up  edi;-e\vise  —  cut  on  the  bias  as  it  were.  It  is 
a  great  th<iroui;hfare  for  hea\\-  teamin.i;,  in  evidence  of 
which  many  four-in-hand  freiij,htin,L;-  teams  were  seen  above 
and  below  us  in  our  climb  to  the  summit. 

Today  we  have  made  thirty-two  miles,  including  this 
mountain  pass,  driving  through  the  towns  of  Santa  Margar- 
ita, Paloma  and  Teniiileton  to  Paso  Robles  where  we  are 
camped  for  the  night  in  the  heart  of  the  city  on  the  main 
boulevartl  under  a  mas- 
sive oak  measming  six- 
teen and  a  half  feet  in 
circumference.  It  has 
been  a  delightful  ride. 
After  crossing  the  moun- 
tains the  road  winds 
continuously  a  m  o  n  g 
large  rolling  hills,  dotted 
with  oaks  resembling  in 
shape     eastern     a  [)  p  1  e  '"°'^  »■  ■>"" 

,    .  ,  ,       ,  Yosemite   bound   wreck 

trees,  making  the  whole 

distance  ajjpear  like  a  vast  exjianse  of  New  England  apple 
orchard,  a  large  portion  of  which  is  sown  to  grain.  The 
dark  bronze  green  color  of  the  oak  on  distant  hills,  carpeted 
with  waving  grain  fields  almost  a  Nile  green,  makes  a  grand 
picture  and  combination  of  colors  most  ]ileasing  to  the  eye. 
Paso  Robles  has  eighteen  hundred  human  beings.  It  is  the 
cleanest  and  prettiest  little  city  we  have  seen  since  our  back 
turned  on  lovel)-  Pasadena.  It  has  man)-  brick  buildings 
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and  a  he  it  el  of  which  any  city  mi.n'ht  well  be  proud  and  the 
finest  schoolhouse  we  have  seen  in  California  excepting 
only  Riverside's  new  high  school  building.  She  has  also  a 
street  railway  and  a  very  large,  elegantly  appointed  bath 
house  where  she  makes  a  specialty  of  rheumatic  treatment. 
The  same  day  we  arrived  at  San  Luis  Obispo,  a  party  of 
six  persons  departed  therefrom  for  the  Yosemite  valley  in  a 
large  camp  wagon  drawn  by  four  horses.  In  their  passage 
of  the  mountains  the  first  half  da\-  out  the  driver  lost  con- 
trol of  his  horses,  and  the\-  dashed  down  the  steep  grade 
smashing  things  generall)'.  It  was  almost  a  miracle  that 
anything  was  left  by  which  to  identify  the  team  or  the  occu- 
pants. Luckih',  however,  no  one  was  seriouslv  injured. 
The  wreck  by  the  roadside  as  we  passed  made  a  fine 
snap  shot  for  our  kodak  fiend,  and  we  had  a  short  inter- 
view with  the  victims  of  the  catastrophe,  who  were  camped 
a  little  farther  down  the  mountain  waiting  for  another  con- 
vevance  in  which  to  continue  the  journey. 


('.\Mr    l>iii..\rin\,   Ma\-    12. 

Tonight  finds  us  camped  in  a  heautitul  spot  under  the 
shade  of  giant  trees  on  the  east  bank  of  the  San  Antonio 
Kiver  in  Monterey  County.  The  interest  of  our  trip  in- 
creases as  the  davs  go  bv.  Everything  in  connection  with 
our  camp  life  has  become  so  systematic  that  the  ship  sails 
like  clockwork.  The  cook  has  distinguished  himself  in  the 
culinary  department. 

"  Noot "  is  improving  morally,  socially  and  i)h\sically.     He 
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has  discoveixxl  the  advantage  of  being  in  godil  ccimiiany  and 
is  profiting  thereby.  His  antics  at  first  were  ahiiost  unbear- 
able—  the  first  day  he  used  saU  for  sweetening  liis  tea, 
making  it  necessary  for  the  "chef"  to  ckiphcate  his  aUow- 
ance,  and  the  second  day  he  (hank  the  castoi"  oil  which  was 
specially  intended  to  prevent  friction  on  the  schooner's  axles. 
Realizing  his  ungovernable  ajipetite  we  could  only  o\er- 
l(]ok  such  evidence  of  childish  greed,  lie  is  not  now,  how- 
ever, the  undeveloped,  beardless  youth  that  his  friends 
looked  uiion  when  he  left  Pasadena.  A  heavy  growth  of 
crushed  strawberry  whis- 
kers has  appeared  on  the 
surface  of  his  heretofore 
juvenile  looking  face, 
which,  if  not  checked  in 
some  wax,  will  spoil  his 
chances  for  family  recog- 
nition. He  has  distin- 
guished himself,  how- 
ever, as  a  manipulator  ot 
the    shotgun.       Every 

.     .  Camping  on    San    Antonio    River 

morning  since  he  jomcd 

us  we  have  breakfasted  on  wild  game  biought  down  b)  his 
skilful  aim.  We  are  living  way  up  in  G  sharjx  (iame  for 
breakfast  with  a  fresh  strawberry  accomixmiment  and  the 
finest  coffee  on  earth;  consomme  soup  and  other  things  too 
numerous  to  mention  for  lunch  ;  a  course  dinner  at  si.\  with 
Porterhouse  steak  and  fresh  strawberries  as  leading  features. 
We  left  Paso  Robles  at  an  early  hour  this  morning.  A 
charming  drive  of  nine  miles  took  us  to  San  Miguel,  where 
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just  before  entering  the  town  "  Noot  "  and  the  cook  took  a 
"  snap  shot  "  at  the  oki  mission.  It  has  been  a  gala  day  at 
San  MigueL  "  Fun  for  the  Indians  "  bv  wholesale,  with  the 
following  program  :  a  baseball  match,  a  prize  fight,  a 
grand  barbecue,  horse  racing,  with  a  grand  ball  in  the  even- 
ing. The  crowd  was  fast  gathering  when  we  entered  the 
town  and  the  temptation  to  stop  and  witness  the  fun  was 
great,  but  we  resolved  to  resist  that  temptation,  until  our 
e.xpedition  was  hailed  by  the  editor  and  propritor  of  the  "  San 
Miguel  Messenger,"  who  came  running  after  us  hatless, 
coatless  and  almost  breathless  to  secure  our  distinguished 
presence  at  the  day's  festivities.  An  introduction  proved 
this  man  to  be  Mr.  L.  B.  Woodruff,  an  old  and  esteemed 
friend  in  the  family  of  Mr.  (iardner,  proprietor  and  editor  of 
the  "  Star."  W'e  could  no  longer  resist  and  thus  surren- 
dered to  his  wishes,  stopping  about  three  hours. 

Our  cook  is  a  veritable  baseball  crank,  so  we  joined  him 
in  witnessing  the  game,  which  was  somewhat  spirited  and 
correspondingly  interesting.  A  free  dinner  never  fails  to 
draw  a  big  crowd  and  this  was  no  e.xception.  The  rural 
districts  were  fully  represented,  giving  us  an  opportunity 
to  witness  a  happy  throng  of  genuine  California  ranchmen 
enjoying  a  hilarious  outing.  Mr.  Woodruff's  kindness  dur- 
ing our  brief  stay  was  thoroughly  appreciated.  At  one 
o'clo.ck  p.  II.  we  resumed  our  journey,  driving  seventeen 
miles  through  a  rolling  country  of  immense  wheat  fields, 
passing  only  two  ranch  houses  in  the  whole  distance.  At 
one  of  these  we  stopped  for  water  for  man  and  beast,  where 
we  listened  to  a  large  dose  of  rattlesnake  oratory  delivered 
by   the  proprietor.      He   says   this    is  the  champion    rattle- 
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snake  sectinn  of  ("alitnniia.  As  evidence  ol  his  claim,  lie 
produced  a  \dunj;  man  who  was  a  victim  to  the  bite  oi  this 
undesirable  family  associate.  The  young  man  escaped  death 
only  by  a  small  margin.  Our  informant  said  he  had  often 
killed  rattlesnakes  in  his  dooryard  and  that  he  had  often 
seen  tarantulas  and  centipedes  put  on  the  gloves  in  a  bloody 
fray.  To  further  jirove  his  claim  that  this  section  produces 
a  volunteer  crop  of  snakes,  he  said  that  campers  hereabouts 
who  pitch  their  bed  on  the  ground,  always  carry  a  hair  rope 
with  which  to  surround  their  bed  and  which  the  snakes 
never  deign  to  cross.  (Jur  day's  entertainment  concluded 
by  witnessing  the  skill  of  si.x  mounted  cowboys  rounding  up 
a  herd  of  cattle  which  they  drove  ahead  of  us  for  some  dis- 
tance. The  unruly  herd  brought  out  several  exhibitions  of 
lassoing  skill  which  was  lustilv  cheered  by  the  "  Star  E.xpe- 
dition."  E.   B. 


S.\N  JfisE,  S.\XT.\  Cl,\k.\  Co.,  May  20. 

De.\k  Editor  .vnmi  Star  Readers:  — 

The  moment  we  arrived  in  San  Jose,  the  "  Star"  literary 
acrobat  iif  our  expedition  laid  down  his  might}'  pen,  mailed 
you  the  proceeds  thereof  —  an  able,  descriptive  article — and 
it  again  becomes  my  solemn  and  dignified  duty  to  speak  my 
little  piece.  I  feel  specially  solemn  on  this  occasion  because 
of  the  flighty  conduct  of  this  newspaper  man,  and  the 
solemnity  is  increased  by  the  fact  that  I  feel  it  my  duty  to 
relate  his  boyish  freaks. 
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Yesterday,  while  we  were  clinibiiii;"  the  Santa  Cruz  Moun- 
tains, our  expeditiun  nxertook  a  "song  and  dance  show  " 
which  is  travelini,^  thniu,i;h  the  country  in  a  humble,  inex- 
pensive manner  like  ourselves.  The  outfit  consists  of  two 
teams  loaded  with  the  necessary  paraphernalia  for  pitching 
tent  where\er  there  is  sufficient  evidence  of  a  forthcoming 
audience.  The  cast  of  characters  is  represented  by  three 
male  and  two  charming  female  artists. 

The  steep  grade  made  it  necessary  for  the  mate  and 
steward  of  our  schooner  to  walk.      For  the  same  reason,  I 

presume,  the  aforesaid 
feminine  "song  and 
d  a  n  c  e  "  artists  were 
s  a  u  n  t  e  r  i  n  g  leisurely 
along,  apiiarently  enjoy- 
i  n  g  t  h  e  w  o  n  il  e  rful, 
wdodetl  scenerv,  cleej) 
gorges  and  miniature 
mountain  ri\'ers  hvu'ry- 
ing  to  join  the  mighty 
waters  of  the  Pacific. 
As  usual  it  was  my  duty 
to  hantUe  the  reins  and  I  dro\e  |)ast  the  "show"  which  was 
making  slow  progress  by  reason  of  a  balkv  horse.  The 
aforesaid  lady  artists  were  extravagantly  attractive  in 
bloomer  costumes,  leather  leggings  and  jaunt)-  sunbonnets. 
These  little  matters  of  dress  were  very  prominent,  else  they 
would  have  escaped  my  notice. 

My  pedestrian  companions  had  been  ahead  of  me,  but  they 
now  became  seriously  interested   in  the    show  business  and 
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In   camp  at    Eastroviile,    Monterey   County 


fell  hchiiul  ti)  sympathize  with  the  mana,L;cnient  tor  their 
balk\-  horse  misfortune  and  it  occurred  to  me  that  they  were 
showing  sympathetic  partiality  in  the  female  department. 
"  Noot,"  the  "Star"  man,  had  assumed  such  a  striking 
"  |o-Jo"  appearance  by  reason  ot  his  unshaved  face  and 
ne\vl\-  horn  crushed  strawberi)'  whiskers,  that  I  began  to 
fear  the  show  management  would  kidnap  him  as  a  special 
feature.  Matters  were  getting  so  mixed  that  I  found  it 
difficult  to  determine  whether  my  Yosemite  comiianions 
wore  hats  or  sunbonnets.  Realizing  that  quick  action  on 
my  part  as  captain  of  the  party  was  necessary,  in  the  words 
of  Jeremiah  Rusk,  "  I  seen  my  duty  and  done  it."  The 
bo\ish  nature  of  the  cook  offers  some  excuse  for  his  con- 
duct, but  for  a  married  man  with  a  famil\-  to  so  suddenly 
become  stage  struck  is  almost  inexcusable.  This  being  his 
first  offence,  I  shall  not  mention  the  matter  outside  of  the 
daily  pajjcrs.      The  second  offence  1  propose  to  advertise. 

I  had  not  the  pleasure  of  reading  "  Noot's  "  description  of 
the  "  jjass  "  o\  er  the  Santa  Cruz  Mountains.  I  will  \enture 
to  say,  however,  that  with  all  his  descriptive  powers  he  did 
not  ilo  justice  to  the  scene.  It  is  a  charming  mountain 
ride,  e\en  with  the  "bloomer  girls"  out  of  the  program. 

The  city  of  San  fose  has  good  reason  for  boasting  of  her 
beautv.  She  claims  30,000  human  souls,  all  ot  whom  ha\e 
reason  to  boast  of  her  many  charms.  I  have  heard  it  stated 
that  she  is  prettier  than  Pasadena.  I  ha\e  now  seen  both 
cities,  and  I  fail  to  understand  how  an\  unprejudiced  person 
can  make  such  a  statement.  Pasadena's  location  and 
natural  surr(jundings  are  by  far  the  ])rettier,  and  she  wears 
better  clothes.  The  architecture  of  her  residences  is  more 
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iiiiiclcni,  varied  ami  attractive.  Her  streets  and  avenues  are 
better  kept,  and  lier  residences  located  s(i  far  from  the 
street  with  such  broad  and  deep  lawns  so  beautifully 
adorned  by  artistic  landscape  gardeninf]^  makes  San  Jose 
suffer  sadly  by  comparison.      She  is  larger  than   Pasadena, 


(//^   Our  /tp^6>v<frc/    /o^r 


if    t. 


IN    UTAH— WHERE   THE  GOLD   SPIKE   WAS   DRIVEN   AT  THE  COMPLETION 
OF  THE   UNION    PACIFIC    R,    R 


but  she  isn't  "tailor  made."  Iler  lorm  is  not  so  jK'i'fect, 
and  her  clothes  don't  fit  as  well.  She  is  too  large  around 
the  waist,  her  pants  bag  at  the  knees,  she  doesn't  wear  the 
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latest  impni\L-d  style  nl  corsets,  nor  prune  her  tini^er  nails, 
as  does  Pasadena.  (Jrover  Cle\elaiul  is  a  larger  man  than 
Mrs.  Cleveland,  but  his  architeetural  eorpuk'nre  s|)oils  his 
chances  as  a  thinj;  of  heautw  His  chances  ol  takinj;  a  pri/.e 
in  that  line,  with  his  hetlei'  half  as  a  competitor,  are  just  as 
i;"o(k1,  howexer,  as  are  San  Jose's  chances  with  Pasadena. 
San  lose  is  a  charminLj  cit\',  but  she  wants  to  i;et  herself  a 
different  location,  have  her  clothes  made  by  a  first-class 
tailor,  black  her  boots,  and  t;et  at  least  two  sha\es  per  week, 
before  enterint;"  a  baby  show  with  Pasadena. 

That  San  lose  is  the  center  of  the  richest  deciduous  fruit 
count\'  in  California  is  too  well  known  to  be  denied.  Iler 
[irune,  cherry,  peach,  and  aijricot  orchards  and  ,i;'rape  vine- 
yards are  truly  fine,  and  the  acreage  is  enormous. 

Santa  Clara  County  is  one  broad  level  expanse  of  garden- 
like fruit  ranches,  and  her  roads  are  fine.  She  claims  to 
spend  Si 00,000  annuall)  on  her  county  highways.  We  did 
not  count  her  fruit  trees,  but  here  is  what  she  claims  ; 
Apple,  44,840;  apiicot,  535,000;  theii\,  159,098;  fig, 
2,241;  lemon,  1,554;  nectarine,  <S94 ;  olive,  17,886; 
orange,  1,835;  peach,  405,731;  ])ear,  144,877;  plum, 
44,562;  prune,  2,961,114;  quince,  1 ,308  ;  almond,  24,050; 
English  walnut,  11,772.  She  claims  that  she  produces 
nearly  three  times  as  many  prunes  as  the  entire  product  ot 
America  outside  of  her  count)',  all  California  included. 


S.\N   M.\TF.(i,   May  21. 

Today  we  have  driven  thirty  miles  over  a   beautiful   road, 
every  inch  of  which  is  watered. 
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The  interesting  feature  of  the  da)'  was  our  \isit  to  the 
Stantorcl  University  at  Palo  Alto.  It  is  located  a  half  mile 
from  the  county  road  to  'Frisco,  and  eighteen  miles  from 
San  Jose.  Substantial,  artistic,  and  appropriate  stone  work 
marks  the  entrance,  where  we  turned  sc(uare  to  the  left  and 
were  sailing  triumphanth'  toward  the  C(illeg'e  buildings,  when 
an  agreeable  surprise  came  to  us  in  the  person  of  Professor 
Policy  of  Pasadena,  now  one  of  the  college  facultw  He 
appeared  to  share  in  the  joy  of  the  meeting,  and  at  once 
volunteered  his  services  as  guide,  inviting  us  to  make  our 
noon  camping  grounds  on  the  college  premises.  Knowing 
his  extreme  l(.)\e  of  camp  life  we  invited  him  to  lunch  with 
the  "Star  E.xpetlition,"  which  imitation  he  kindU'  accejited. 
( )ur  "chef"  distinguished  himself  by  serving  up  one  of  his 
most  daint\  lunches,  and  the  jirofessor  seemed  to  share  with 
us  the  ]3leasure  of  eating  a  lunch  unburdened  by  table 
etit|uette  anti  the  pri\ilege  of  using  "Mother  Earth"  as  a 
bone-ilish.  Lunch  over,  we  enjoyed  a  tour  of  the  college 
buildings  and  surroundings,  together  with  a  \isit  to  the 
celebrated  Stanford  Stock  P'arm.  The  college  buililings, 
for  the  most  part,  are  of  Spanish  architecture,  and  onl\-  one 
story  high.  The  material  is  a  California  stone,  color,  a  rich 
shade  of  buff,  and  so  substantiall)-  built  as  to  suggest  their 
object,  as  a  monument  to  the  lamentetl  son  of  the  founder. 

At  the  stock  farm  we  were  shown  the  celebrated  trotters 
and  runners,  the  most  valuable  of  which  is  "Advertiser." 
He  looked  like  any  other  gootl-looking  horse,  until  a  man 
whose  face  bore  evidence  of  Sunday  School  training  in- 
formed us  that  an  offer  of  $150,000  for  him  had  been 
rejected.      "  Noot  "  now  saw  an    opportunity    U)    unload    a 
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portiiin  (il  a  Iai'!;c  lortuiic  prdinised  him  by  his  faniil)'  lortime 
teller,  the  |)ri)siiccti\'e  weight  nf  which  is  already  makiiiL;' him 
rnuiid  shciuldered,  whereupnn  he  offered  Si  60,000  for  the 
animal.  His  offer,  ho\ve\er,  was  made  in  a  meanini^less 
tone  of  voice  and  at  an  inconvenient  distance  to  be  heard  b)- 
the  owner's  re])resentative. 

1  )urinL;  the  afternoon  we  passed  throuLch  two  jilaces 
which  broui^ht  forth  enthusiasm  from  the  cook  and  the 
writer.  The  first  beinj;  Lawrence,  the  name  of  the  birth- 
place of  the  (iiok  in  Massachusetts,  the  olhei  liclnioul,  the 
name  of  m\'  own  birthplace  in  Maine. 

Night  found  us  anchored  at  San  Mateo,  with  the  Pacific 
Ocean  on  one  side  and  San  Francisco  Ba\'  on  the  other. 
After  the  cook  liad  s<.-r\ed  one  <if  his  famous  si.\  o'clock 
dinners,  and  the  smoke  from  our  little  cook  sto\e  had  died 
awa\,  it  soon  tlawned  upon  us  that  we  had  anchored  in  a 
hotbed  ol  mos(.|uitoes.  Hol\  Moses!  IIow  the\-  did  swarm 
We  had  just  engaged  in  our  e\eiiing  literarx  work  when 
they  (  ame  in  such  numbers  and  with  such  boring  facilities 
as  no  man  outside  ot  New  [ersey  coidtl  endure. 

"  Noot  "  opened  up  means  of  defense  with  his  (ciriKob 
pipe.  This  seemed  onl\  to  stimulate  them  to  greater 
action.  A  smouldering  hre  built  in  an  iron  spider,  and 
placed  in  oui-  closed  prairie  sihooner,  was  the  ne.xt  resort, 
which  tiH'ned  our  writing  room  into  a  \erilable  smoke 
house,  and  dro\e  e\'ei"\'  living  thing  therefrom.  A  native 
living  near  us  came  ui>on  the  scene  and  begged  us  not  to 
advertise  our  mos(.|uito  e.Kperience,  as  it  would  stem  the  tiile 
of  immigration  to  that  \'icinitv.  We  maile  no  promises, 
accepted  no  bribes,  and  do  not  propose  to  smother  the  truth. 
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San  Francisco,   May  22. 

Arrived  here  tnday  at  nndu,  are  twenty  miles  frcim 
mosquito  hollow,  and  in  such  a  climate  as  mosquitoes  shun. 
The  last  sixty-eight  miles  of  our  drive  is  level  and  smooth 
and  watered  the  entire  distance.  The  last  ten  miles  are 
close  to  the  water's  edge  of  the  .San  Francisco  Bay.  A 
range  of  high  hills  skirts  the  bay,  terminating  in  high  bluffs 
close  to  the  coast  line.  The  coast  line  is  irregular  and 
winding,  the  bluff  almost  overhanging  the  roadway,  making 
a  combination  of  marine  anil  mountain  scenery  at  once 
beautiful  and  picturesque. 

A  mounted  policeman  in  the  suburbs  of  'Frisco  informed 
us  that  cam])  life  therein  was  a  temptation  to  thieves, 
whereupon  we  stabled  our  camping  outfit  and  secured  hotel 
accommodations  for  a  two  da\s'  tarry  in  California's  great 
metropolis.  The  cuffs  on  our  blue  woolen  shiits  were  re- 
versed at  once.  Some  of  the  larger  sjjots  were  removed 
from  the  front  side  of  our  wearing  apparel  from  the  chin 
downward,  caused  b\  absence  of  napkins  and  otiier  infre- 
quent use  of  "Ruth  Ashmore"  table  etiquette.  Tonsorial 
artists  were  patronized  and  we  otherwise  dixested  ourselves 
of  "Weary  W'illv "  ajjijearance  and  set  out  to  "do"  the 
city,  making  a  study  of  large  returns  for  small  investments. 
'l-"risco  boasts  of  the  best  harbor  in  the  world,  but  she  for- 
gets to  say  that  a  shij}  should  be  well  insured  before  enter- 
ing the  Golden  (late  Being  poor  swimmers  we  took  her 
word  for  the  superiority  of  her  harboi'  without  inxestigation. 
She  also  boasts  of  the  finest  street  railway  system  on  earth. 
The    truth  of  this  statement  we  are  ready  to  corroborate. 
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In  order  to  L,''ct  c\cn  with  lier  conceited  claims  I  will  state 
hoKlh'  that  her  climate  and  the  condition  of  her  streets  arc 
enough  to  drive  a  weak  minded  man  to  drink.  A  ride  on 
the  Oakland  Ferry  took  us  across  the  bay  to  Rerkely  ami 
the  fine  residence  city  of  Oakland.  Chinatown,  the  Cliff 
House,  Sutro  Heights,  Seal  Rock  and  Colden  (iate  Park 
we  also  made  famous  by  our  distinguished  presence.  The 
park  is  indeed  a  charming  ])lace.  I  believe  that  Philadel- 
]ihia  claims  the  finest  park  in  America.  Such  ma\'  be  true 
at  present,  but  Fairmount  Park  shouki  be  informed  that  she 
has  a  dangerous  com- 
petitor. Golden  Ci  a  t  e 
Park  is  onl\-  a  bab\'  ;  she 
is  a  darling.  Nature's 
part  in  her  birthplace  is 
perfection,  and  she  has 
that  great  advantage 
over  her  eastern  com- 
petitors of  the  endless 
growth  of  her  vegetation 
every  day  in  the  year. 
The  aviary  is  a  grand 
illustration  of  "a  thing  of  beaut)'  and  a  jo\'  forever." 
About  two  acres  of  natural  trees  are  made  into  a  mammoth 
bird  cage,  inside  of  which  is  a  collection  of  beautiful  birds, 
the  sight  and  song  of  which  are  w'ell  calculated  to  dri\'e 
away  the  blues.  This  bird  paradise  is  coxeretl  and  sur- 
rounded by  a  wire  netting  of  about  a  half  inch  mesh,  so 
that  the  tiniest  birds  with  perfect  freedom  of  the  two  acres 
of  trees  are  unconsciously  in  captivity.  The  special  feat- 
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Seal   rocks   at    San    Francisco 


ures  of  the  park  are  too  numerous  to  be  described  herein 
in  detail.  We  were  there  on  Sunday.  The  da\-  was  un- 
usuall\-  fine  for  'Frisco,  the  beautiful  surroundings  were 
gaily  decorated  by  the  elite  of  the  city  from  the  bicycle  to 
the  "six-in-hand,"  altogether  making  a  scene  such  as  a 
reasDuable  person  shoukl  be  satisfied  with  in  heaven. 

Monday  the  24th,  at  6  w  m.,  our  caravan  was  placed 
on  a  Stockton  steamer  which  took  us  up  the  San  Joacjuin 
River  to  the  cit\'  of  Stockton,  distance  118  miles.  It  has 
just  dawned  u]ion  me  tliat  quantit\-  in  this  letter  is  a  larger 
man  than  quality.  I  will  give  "  Star  "  readers  the  benefit 
of  this  fresh  idea  and  transfer  until  further  notice,  the  corres- 
pondence ot  our  expedition  to  m\  traveling  companion  and 
polished  literarv  competitor.  E.  B. 


Dear   Editor   asd  Siwk    1\k,\i)i:rs  :  — 

Ovations,  including  Ijanquets,  eggs,  rocks,  vegetables  and 
profanity  continue  to  Ix'  showered  on  the  "  Daily  Star  Exhib- 
ition "  as  it  pursues  its  majestic  course  to  the  Yosemite. 
Nothing  bars  the  good  ship's  progress  as  it  goes  sailing  on. 
It  was  in  San  Francisco  that  the  "  Star  I^xpedition  "  attracted 
the  most  attention  and  was  \irtually  transformed  into  the 
"  Daily  Star  E.xhibition."  There  we  made  our  biggest  hit  ; 
that  is,  our  schooner  nearly  knocked  a  cable  car  off  the 
track.  Besides,  the  captain's  \iolin  pla\ing  caused  a  big 
sensation  by  nearly  getting  us  all  in  the  lockuji  f(.ir  disturb- 
ing the  peace.  Coming  ilown  Market  Street,  Monday  even- 
ing, drays,  hacks,   etc.,  gave  way  to  us  and  by    six  o'clock 
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the  "Sts'-  E- ■'•■-•-•  -  ■■  '-"'  ---  ■-'■■  ;-'--'■  safely  on  the 
steamsh;  -       Ouentin  and 

Stockton.     By  k  .     ^se  to  t-  not  disclosing 

titv  we  ci^::  "        '  '     -  :ite    room 

"J  whistle  wa-        :  ■  _      .  in  conse- 

quence we  lay  awake  all  night.  The  next  time  we  will 
charter  the  whistle  with  the  room. 

Tuesdav  morning,  the  25  th  of  May,  saw  us  on  the  road 
from  Stockton  and  throucrh  a  portion  of  the  famous  San 
Joaquin  Valley.     Large  ^:  s  far  as  the  eye  could  see, 

were  traveled  through  that  cay.  The  roads  are  hard  and 
I  .^'  -  'hat  we  made  excellent  time.  That  night  we 
a  farmh'^mse  thirty-two  miles  from  Stockton. 
Strange  to  relate  that  in  less  than  an  hour  after  our  de- 
parture *'"  ■"  *  ~"  — '"i-  the  house  was  entirely  consumed 
by  lire. 

Continuing   our    course    we    pass-  ^h     Knight's 

Ferr\',  a  small   town  on    the  Star  . .  er,  quite  a  large 

stream    and   what   down-easters  Jow  the   title   of 

creek.    Here  the  "Star"  crowd  %<\  ;  ^  altercation  that 

nearly  5wamp)ed  it.  In  pos-ang  through  the  covered  bridge 
which  allows  only  one  team  to  cross  at  a  time  we  were  in- 
tercepted by  the  mail  stage,  which  entered  the  bridge 
3e%'eral  minutes  after  we  did,  in  spite  of  our  shouts  of  warn- 
ing. Here  was  a  pretty  predicament.  The  stage  driver 
was  called  upon  to  e:--  '  -  His  only  e.xcuse  was  that  he 
thought  we  were  Iv  _  .\  stead  of  entering  the  bridge. 
Gruff,  stupid  and  imjiertinent,  he  refused  to  back  out  and 
warned  us  against  the  seriousness  of  delating  the  U.  S. 
mail.  A  delay  of  nearl\-  an  hour  ensued  when  the 
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passengers  in  the  stage  Ijccame  impatient  and  came  to  the 
rescue  by  apologizing  for  their  driver  and  offering  to  back 
our  team.  In  consideration  of  their  time  and  feelings  we 
accepted  their  assistance  and  unharnessing  our  horses, 
backed  the  team  out.  The  stage  drivers  in  this  section  of 
California  are  an  unccini]>nimisiiig  lot  and  seem  to  think 
that  they  own  the  whcile  mad.  We  have  since  had  another 
difficulty  on  the  Vosemite  stage  line,  but  insisted  on  our 
rights  and  secured  them.  The  road  from  Knight's  I-'erry 
to    Chinese    Camp,   a  distance  of  nine   miles,   is  a  disgrace 

til  anv  countv.  To  be 
an\'  worse  than  it  is  at 
present  wcuild  render  it 
impassible.  So  t  h  i  i  k 
was  the  fl)ing  dust  that 
the  shadow  of  our  team 
c  II  u  1  <1  b  e  seen  im  it. 
Large  boulders,  chuck 
holes,  big  enough  tnbury 
us,  and  everything  that 
PHOTO  BY  K.LPH        £r, )e.s  to   UYdkc  u^  a  ])oor 

D.ve-s.fied    interests  of   Ru,,l    Chfo,,,,.,  ^.^^^j    j^.    ^.^^^    ^^.^j^     thorOUgh- 

fare.  Our  stoiiping-place  fnr  the  night  was  at  Chinese 
Camp,  a  mining  camiinf  about  one  hundred  and  fifty  inhabi- 
tants. Its  name  is,  however,  not  suggestive  of  its  inhabi- 
tants, for  not  a  celestial  did  we  see  there.  Rich  mines  are 
nearby  ami,  strange  to  sa\,  there  is  but  one  saloon,  to  one 
grocery,  one  blacksmith,  one  undertaker,  etc.  Here  we 
stocked  up  our  commissary  department  and  thus  saved  pay- 
ing two  or  three  prices  for  the  goods  in  the  valley. 
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Thursday  saw  us  winding  along  the  road  on  the  beautiful 
Tuolumne  River  crossing'  Moffits  bridge,  thence  ascending 
Priest's  Hill,  where  we  rise  1400  feet  in  a  distance  i)f  almut 
two  miles,  so  steep  is  the  grade. 

Leaving  Priest's  hotel  we  enter  the  fauKius  l^ig  (  )ak  i-dat 
road,  so  called  fur  an  enormous  oak  that  once  flmirished 
near  (iroveland.  Spinning  onward  among  gro\es  nt  small 
pine,  fir  and  nak  we  jiassed  (irii\eland,  a  small  mining 
tciwn  aiuhming  fur  the  night  at  (iarrnte,  the  home  ot 
twi)  famous  nid  hachelnrs,  Messrs.  Chaffey  and  Chamber- 
lain, seventeen  miles 
from  Chinese  Camp.  A 
finer  brace  of  old  Ixuii- 
elors  ne\'er  existed  than 
these  two.  Mr.  Cham- 
berlain is  se\ent\'-lour 
years  old  and  Mr. 
Chaffey  se\ent\' - 1  wo  . 
They  have  li\'ed  fort\- 
five  years  together  on 
this  same  s])ot  and  like 
man  and  wife,  exceji- 
tions   allowed,  are  much 

devoted  to  eai  h  other.  Their  prett\'  \ine-trellised  home  and 
picturesc|ue  surroundings  are  an  unx'arying  attraction.  A 
fine  apple  orchard  is  also  a  ]iart  <if  their  pro]iert\'.  These 
gentlemen  are  hei'oes  of  one  of  Pret  ilarte's  best  stories, 
"Tennessee's  Partner,"  Mr.  Chandierlain  being  represented 
as  Tennessee  and  Mr.  Chaffey  as  i^artner.  In  the  story  Mr. 
Chamberlain  was  hung  and  he  says  that  "  he  still  lives  with 
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Noot    '   climbing   Priest's   Hill, 
Tuolumne  County 


the  rope  around  his  neck."  Mr.  Chaffer  tells  an  amusins;- 
incident  in  regard  tn  himself  which  happened  last  July. 
For  the  first  time  in  thirtv-five  years  he  went  to  San 
Francisco  near  by  at  the  solicitatiim  nf  a  friend  and  while 
stopping  at  the  hotel  there  met  several  old  friends  and  some 
new  ones.  The  ne.xt  day  he  was  thunderstruck  on  seeing  a 
large  portrait  of  himself  in  both  the  "Examiner"  and 
"  Chronicle,"  with  a  long  account  of  his  deeds,  with  special 
reference  to  his  part  in  "Tennessee  and  Partner,  papers 
corroborating  Mr.  Chaffey's  evidence,  and  that  gentleman 
now  has  great  respect  for  the  enterprise  of  newspaper  report- 
ers and  artists.  The  productions  are  also  unusually  good. 
The  "  Star  "  orchestra  entertained  these  good  friends  that 
evening. 

Friday  our  course  continued  towards  the  \'alley,  while 
pine  covered  hills  gave  wa\  to  loftx  wooded  mountains. 
Immense  forests  of  l)eautiful  lithen  co\ered  trees  of  yellow 
and  sugar  pine  and  other  \arieties  were  passed  and  just 
betore  reaching  Crocker's  hotel  the  great  Yosemite  National 
park  was  entered.  The  jiark  comprises  a  million  acres  and 
is  a  go\ernment  reserxation,  while  the  valley  pn.iper  con- 
tains 8480  acres  which  is  the  state's  property.  We  spent 
the  following  dav  resting  at  Crocker's,  which  is  one  of  the 
most  delightful  camping  places  in  the  mountains.  The 
Crockers  are  royal  good  people  and  nexer  fail  to  make 
friends  of  their  guests. 

This  place  is  the  starting  jioint  for  the  famous  I  letch 
Hetchy  \'alley  and  Lake  Eleanor,  besides  being  in  the 
vicinity  of  the  Tuolumne  River,  famous  for  its  trout  fishing. 
We    tried    the    fishing    in   the  afternoon,  and  succeeded   in 
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breakinjj  two  fish  poles,  one  a  S5  rod,  and  Ljot  one  bite. 
The  kodak  fiend  was  the  man  bitten,  and  lie  ne\er  fails  to 
brag  of  the  feat.  The  water  is  now  too  hii;h  for  fishinjj; 
and  will  be  for  a  month  \et. 

Leaving  (.'rocker's,   Snnda\'   morning,   we  gazei.1   in   silent 
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NEARING   THE   YOSEMITE 

wonderment  as  scene  after  scene  presented  itself  on  this 
famous  drive  of  twent\-five  miles  to  the  Yosemite  Valley. 
First  our  course  was  enclosed  in  almost  impenetrable 
forests  of  trees  of  xarious  varieties,  the  yellow  pine  being 
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the  prevailing-  variety.  Six  miles  In  nil  our  starting  point 
we  entered  the  famous  grove  of  big  trees,  thirty  in  number. 
The  captain  immediately  began  to  climb  one  to  test  its 
height,  while  the  kodak  fiend  tried  in  vain  to  get  a  whole 
tree  in  his  camera.  The  rest  of  us  sat  still  and  recited 
some  appropriate  lines  from  Hill  Nye,  so  impressive  was  the 
scene.  The  caj^tain  is  a  pretty  good  straddler,  but  the  big 
trees  he  found  invincible. 

Drove  through  the  tunnel  in   the  famous   "  Dead   Giant," 
now     thirtv-one     feet    in    tliameter,    although    many    forest 

fires  have  reduced  its 
huge  proportions.  The 
remains  of  what  is  said 
to  have  been  the  largest 
tree  in  the  world  we 
photographed  and  gazed 
upon.  With  much  re- 
gret we  left  the  trees 
as  thev  stood,  and  as- 
cendeil  the  road  to  the 
summit  of  the  Sierra 
Nevadas  at  an  elevation 
of  7000  feet.  There  we 
indulged    in    a    good    old- 


In  camp  at  *'  Happy   Camp' 
Mariposa  County 


took  lunch  amid  the  snow,    : 
fashioned  snowball  fight. 

In  the  afternoon  we  began  the  descent  into  the  \alley 
and  the  grandest  ]xart  of  the  whole  trip  opened.  Suddenly, 
without  warning,  the  deep  can}-on  of  the  Merced  River  is 
brought  to  view,  and  here  visitors  are  so  much  impressed 
with    the    scene    that    they    involuntarily    ejaculate,    "  Oh  ! 
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Mv  !  ",    ami    thus,      the    graiul    \ic\s    has    been    christened 
"  Oh  !  My!  I'nint." 

Gradually  we  unravel  our  way  down  the  steep  mountain 
road  into  the  valley  below,  and  different  scenes  are  disclosed 
to  oiu'  view  in  quick  succession,  of  such  overwhelming 
majesty  that  speech  is  hushed,  and  we  gaze  in  silent  won- 
derment. The  great  masses  of  solid,  perpendicular  rock 
towering  thousands  of  feet  above  the  valley,  with  narrow 
ribbons  of  foaming,  seething  water  falling  trcnn  the  heights, 
until  lust  in  belts  of  spray,  make  a  picture  that  defies  the 
skill  of  an  lutist.  Silently  we  endeayor  to  drink  it  all  in  — 
the  scenery,  imt  the  water — and  the  captain  becomes  so 
intoxicated  with  the  sight  that  he  nearly  falls  off  the  driver's 
box. 

Our  reverie  continues,  and  we  enter  the  floor  of  the 
valley  and  gaze  above  on  the  ever-changing  panorama, 
enhanced  by  the  beautiful  light  effects  of  the  disappearing 
sun.  Suddenly  a  plaintive  call  is  heard,  which  adds  sadness 
to  the  beauty  of  the  scene.  The  voice  grows  more  familiar, 
and  pretty  soon  several  millions  and  a  few  odd  Jersey 
mosciuitoes  pounce  on  our  well-mutured  frames  with  such 
savage  ferocity  that  we  are  obliged  to  quote  very  common 
prose.  Several  quarts  of  dead  and  wounded  mosquitoes 
are  picked  from  our  pin-cushioned  bodies.  We  continue 
the  fight  amid  the  muffled  but  encouraging  words  of  our 
leader,  and,  at  last,  on  emerging  from  the  smoke  of  the 
scene  and  to  the  shade  of  the  pines,  the  mosquitoes  leave  us 
and  the  victory  is  ours. 

Today   we  have   been   taking   it    easy,  and   tomorrow  wC' 
begin  to  analyze  some  of  the  chief  points  of  interest.     The 
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show  is  so  vast,  and  the  sights  sd  \ariecl,  that  but  a  kaleid- 
oscopic impression  of  the  whole  scene  can  be  obtained  in 
our  limited  stay.  It  is  little  wonder  that  so  many  on  reach- 
ing- the  valley  involuntarily  reiieat,  "  If  this  be  earth,  what 
must  heaven  be."  Everything  is  on  such  a  vast  scale  that 
one's  idea  of  distance  is  dwarfed,  and  one  cannot  fairly 
appreciate  the  immensity  and  magnificence  of  the  Yosemite 
Valley,  one  of  Nature's  greatest  works  on  earth,  without 
close  study  and  famjliarity.  "  Noot." 


De..\k   Editor   .^nd  St.\r   Re.aders:  — 

After  a  journey  of  more  than  seven  hundred  miles,  "The 
Daily  Star  E.xpedition  to  Yosemite  "  finds  itself  anchored 
in  that  wonder  of  wonders,  the  Yosemite  Valle)'.  Long  ere 
this  you  have  read  the  last  descriptive  effort  of  my  worthy 
"traveling  companion  and  polished  literary  competitor,"  and 
you  will  notice  that  he  ended  that  brilliant  production 
immediately  <in  our  arrival,  leaving  nn  ni\  hands  a  job  of 
such  descriptive  magnitude  as  no  living  being  has  ever 
mastered.  Such  masterly  evidence  of  longheadedness  on 
his  part  might  possibly  be  interpreted  as  a  compliment  to 
my  descriptive  ability.  Let  me  assure  you  that  such  is  not 
his  intention.  It  is  a  full-grown,  life-size  case  of  premed- 
itated shirking.  The  medicine  is  prepared  for  me,  however, 
and  I  see  no  other  alternative  but  to  take  it.  Unfortunately 
for  "  Star  "  readers,  they  must  suffer  the  result  of  the  dose. 
It  occurs  to  me  that  in  this.  His  greatest  work  of  awe- 
inspiring  scenic  grandeur,   the  Almighty  showed    a    defect 
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in  iudi;mcnt,  that  lit-  didn't  cither  print  a  descriptive 
pamphlet  worthy  nf  His  .i^reat  work,  or  create  a  brain  capa- 
ble of  drawing  a  pen  picture  of  its  magnitude,  the  same  to 
be  distributed  among  His  numerous  children  whose  domes- 
tic duties  prevent  them  from  visiting  the  show  in  jierson. 
When  I   am   permitted   to  witness   exhibitions  of   wonder, 
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GRIZZLY   GIANT,    MARAPOSA  GROVE,    32   FEET   IN    DIAMETER 

either  in  nature  or  art,  my  thoughts  wander  to  my  friends  at 
home,  and  inwardly  I  exclaim,  "  (),  that  every  one  of  them 
could  be  here!"  Then  I  sa\-  to  m)self,  I  will  use  the 
little  pow-er  of  description  nature  has  given  me,  and  paint 
4«7 


the  jiicture  as  best  I  can.  I  believe  that  a  lesser  effort  is 
an  uniierformed  duty  which  makes  one  unwdith)'  <il  true 
friendship. 

As  an  outlined  introductinn  to  the  entrance  to  the  valley 
by  the  "Big  Oak  I'dat  Rnad,"  let  nie  take  you  to  "Oh! 
M\'  !  Pciint,"  which  is  almost  jooo  feet  above  the  Hoor  of 
the  valley,  and  about  six  miles  from  it.  Here  the  first 
glimpse  is  had  of  the  sullen  depths  of  the  great  canyon 
through  which  flows  the  Merced  River.  The  scene  bursts 
upon  you  so  suddenly,  antl  with  such   unspeakable  grandeur, 

that  this  Oh  !  My !  ex- 
clamation of  tourists  gave 
the  point  its  name.  In 
the  remaining  six  miles 
you  make  a  plunge  of 
2000  feet,  winding  along 
by  hair-breadth  escapes, 
beside  tleep  gorges  and 
s  e  e  m  ingly  bottomless 
pits,  while  scene  after 
scene  is  thrust  upon  yi.iu 
too  grand  to  be  described 
or  forgotten. 

Now  we  have  made  the  steep  descent  and  are  on  the 
floor  of  the  valley.  A  reception  committee  of  mosquitoes, 
innumerable  and  ferocious,  at  once  take  you  into  their 
confidence,  performing  feats  of  sociabilit)'  bordering  on 
tragedy.  Each  one  is  armed  with  a  newly  sharpened  boring 
apparatus  with  which  to  take  samples  of  blood  and  test  the 
patience  and  gotlliness  of  fresh    arrivals.     That    the    same 
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architect,  contractor,  and  bniklcr  should  create  such  majestic 
grandeur  as  this,  and  with  hold  premeditation  clog  its 
boule\-ard  with  such  an  unceremonious  rece]ition  committee 
to  harass  the  life  of  would-be  admirers,  is  beyond  my  com- 
prehension. Let  it  be  understood,  however,  that  when  you 
have  jwssed  the  threshold  of  the  valley  these  tormentors 
are  left  behind. 

My  first  impression  of  the  valley,  with  the  towering 
granite  walls  that  surround  it,  was  that  of  a  vast  natural  prison. 
It  is  said  to  be  seven  miles  long  h\'  one  mile  wide  in  the  widest 
place.  A  small  portion  is  under  a  state  of  cultivation,  but 
for  the  most  part  it  is  as  Nature  made  it.  Portions  are' 
covered  with  pine,  cedai-,  hr,  ami  oak,  some  ot  which  measure 
thirty  feet  in  circumference.  To  my  mind  the  \alley  itself 
is  not  si)ecially  charming.  It  is  the  wonderful  granite  walls 
that  surround  it,  the  great  waterfalls,  and  the  numerous 
side  trips  of  scenic  wonder  that  have  made  it  so  famous. 

The  i)er])endicular  walls  that  encompass  it  are  in  many 
places  more  than  3000  feet  abo\e  its  surface.  A  prominent 
section  of  the  wall  is  El  Capitan,  —  that  mountain  of  vertical 
mountains  3000  feet  above  the  \alle)-,  —  more  than  three- 
rtfths  of  a  mile.  It  may  be  said  that  its  walls  are  more 
than  perpendicular,  as  the  top  overhangs  the  base  nearly 
a  hundred  feet.  Do  vou  realize  the  immensity  of  a  vertical 
granite  wall  3000  feet  in  height .-' 

In  order  that  the  average  reader  may  better  comprehend 
these  enormous  heights,  take  for  illustration  the  average 
si.\-story  block,  which  is  less  than  one  hundred  feet  high. 
A  simple  pioblem  of  multiplication  will  show  )ou  that 
thirty  six-story  blocks  piled  one  above  the  other  would 
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only  reach  the  top  of  this  unpaialled  mass  of  granite.  In  a 
recess  of  the  mountain  wall,  forming  part  of  El  Capitan,  is 
the  Riban  Fall,  which  makes  an  unbroken  leap  of  over 
2000  feet.  When  you  consider  that  El  Capitan  is  only  a 
small  section  of  the  almost  continuous  wall  surrounding  the 
valley,  a  large  portion  of  which  is  nearl)-  as  high,  —  some  still 
higher, —  you  will  agree  that  no  language  can  ever  portray 
the  impressive  majesty  of  presence  herein  experienced. 
Man  here  finds  himself  face  to  face  with  his  Maker,  and  he 
who  is  so  laden  with  egotism  as  not  to  be  made  to  feel  his 
littleness  deserves  human  pity. 

Outside  of  the  indescribable  grandeur  of  this  granite 
enclosure,  the  leailing  feature  of  the  valley  proper  is  the 
Yosemite  Fall.  Near  the  center  of  the  \alley  on  the  west 
side,  over  the  sharp  edge  of  granite,  and  in  a  water-chiselled 
channel  of  its  own  2600  feet  above  the  \alley,  shoots  an 
angrv  torrent,  said  to  be  thirty  feet  wide.  At  a  single  bound 
this  great  body  of  water  tumbles  down  beside  these  vertical 
walls  1 500  feet ;  then,  by  a  series  of  cascades  and  rapids, 
hurries  through  a  rock-ribbed  channel  descending  five 
hundred  additional  feet  to  make  another  perpendicular 
plunge  of  five  hundred  feet.  Sparkling  and  foaming  in  the 
sunlight  as  its  jjarticles  are  divided  in  its  terrible  velocity, 
combined  with  the  liquid  madness  and  rebounding  spray  as 
it  strikes  the  unyielding  rocks  below,  the  effect  is  truly 
grand.  The  rumbling  roar  of  this  cataract  is  continuously 
heard  two  or  three  miles  away.  This  is  claimed  to  be  the 
highest  waterfall  in  the  world. 

Though  not  so  large  or  high  as  others  to  be  seen  here, 
the    Bridal    \'eil    Fall    gives    the    most    artistic    effect.     A 
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stream  nf  water  nearly  as  large  as  the  ^'osemite  l*"all 
shunts  into  the  air  oxer  a  ]ireci])iee  nine  hundred  feet  high. 
The  peculiar  formation  of  the  mountain  side  in  the  vicinity 
of  this  fall  causes  a  strong  current  of  air  which  so  lifts  and 
plays  with  the  water  as  to  charm  the  beholder.  Every 
sun-lighted  afternoon,  between  three-thirt\-  and  six  o'clock, 
rainbow  effects  span  its  edching  base,  making  an  enchant- 
inglv  beautiful  sight. 

As  a  relief  to  this  descriiitive  monotony,  let  me  (-|uote 
fidni  the  apothicated  price  list  of  the  necessities  ot  lile; 
Milk,  fifteen  cents  per  quart;  eggs,  thirty-five  cents  per 
dozen;  butter,  seventy-five  cents  per  roll  ;  bread,  two  loaves 
for  twenty-five  cents;  hay,  thirty  dollars  per  ton;  rolleil 
barlev,  three  dollars  and  fifty  cents  per  hundred  pounds. 
The  blacksmith  informed  us  that  the  freight  alone  on  his 
coal  costs  him,  when  landed  here,  fifty  dollars  per  ton. 
The  exorbitant  freight  rates  tii  Fresno  are  a  good  illustra- 
tion of  railroad  monopoly.  Add  to  this  the  hundred  miles 
from  Fresno  by  freight  wagons,  o\'er  the  steep  mountain 
grades,  and  also  the  toll  tax  o\er  the  toll  road,  and  the  first 
cost  of  hea\y,  low-|irice  goods  is  a  small  item  when  com- 
jiared  to  the  cost  of  getting  them  here.  Talk  about  monop- 
olies .'  The  Yosemite  Valley  is  a  monopoly  worth\-  of  the 
name.  It  has  no  competitor,  else  its  isolated  location 
would  dri\e  it  out  of  business.  When  some  enterprising 
monopolv-smashing  individual  builds  a  com]ieting  Yosemite 
where  the  masses  can  get  to  it,  this  grandest  scenic 
exhibition  on  earth  will  go  into  bankruptcy.  My  advice, 
however,  is,  don't  wait  for  the  imitation.  The  original  was 
a  long  time  introducing  itself  to  the  public,  and  its  everlast- 
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ing  patience  deserves  great  consideration.  Let  me  assure 
you  that  its  many  attractions  have  been  kcjit  in  good  repair 
during  these  tliousands  of  vears  (if  patient  waiting,  and  if 
you  can't  cimie  t<i  the  show  this  season  I  feel  justified  in 
assuring  you  that  everything  will  be  in  first-class  running 
order  next  vear. 


YOSEMITE   FALLS,    MORE  THAN    3000   FEET    HIGH 


Our  first  side  trip  was  to  X'ernal  and  Nevada  Falls,  and 
the  little  Yosemite  X'alley.  We  are  camped  directly  under 
the  shadow  of  the  Royal  Arches.  Two  miles  from  our 
camp  commences   the   trail   leadinL'"    to    \'ernal    VnU.       The 


trail  winds  up,  up  the  steep  canyon  througli  which  flows  the 
Mcrccil  Ivivcr.  Tlie  river  bed  is  a  mass  of  hus^^e  boulders, 
over  which  this  threat  body  of  water  comes  tumblini;-  hke 
ten  thousand  hun.^'ry  bloodhounds.  In  less  than  a  mile 
from  the  beginninj,'-  of  the  trail  the  i^reat  fall  shows  itself 
without  the  least  evidence  of  beini;'  ashamed  nf  its  ap])ear- 
ance.  Its  wiilth  where  it  tumbles  oxer  the  preci])ice  is 
eighty  feet,  with  an  uninterrupted  fall  of  three  hundred  and 
fifty  feet.  Seen  in  the  sunli.^ht  it  resembles  a  cataract  of 
crystals  of  sparkling  brightness,  at  the  beginning  of  which 
\ast  billows  ot  spray  are  out-rolled,  ujion  which  the  sun 
Iniilds  most  beautiful  rainbows. 

There  are  two  means  of  reaching  the  top  of  the  fall,  one 
by  "The  Ladders"  and  the  other  b\-  the  mule-trail.  To 
save  time,  and  prevent  being  mulish,  we  chose  "The  Lad- 
ders," following  the  river  up  this  zigzagging  ladder  trail 
through  the  drenching  spra\  close  b\-  the  fall  to  the  river's 
jumping-off  place.  We  afterward  learned  that  this  feat  is 
"not  to  be  entertained  .going  up,"  which  ga\e  us  a  bo\ish 
feeling  of  heroism.  h'rom  the  top  of  \'ernal  l'"all  is  plainl\- 
seen  its  cataract  com]K'titor,  Nexada  l'"all. 

A  steep,  xxindiiig  trail  of  ncarlx  two  miles  takes  you 
through  a  i.it\  ol  boulders  of  enormous  size.  This  tiail, 
lined  with  these  formidalile,  c|uaintl\-formed  boulders,  re- 
minded us  of  a  street  in  the  cit\"  of  Cairo. 

The  Nexada  Fall  makes  an  undisturbed  leap  of  six 
hiuidred  feet.  It  is  higher,  but  not  as  wide  as  its  compet- 
ing neighbor,  so  that  there  is  a  constanth  boiling,  raging, 
roaring  turmoil  of  liquid  madness  exhibited  at  both  in  an 
effort  to  each  outdo  the  other. 
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At  the  top  of  the  latter  fall  we  built  a  campfire,  made 
tea,  and  enjoyed  our  noon  lunch  amid  a  series  of  inspirint;' 
scenic  pictures,  which  cannot  be  described  with  the  present 
existing  supply  of  descripti\'e  adjectives. 

This  day's  journey  covered  about  fifteen  miles,  all  the 
while  among  the  grandest  scenery  in  this  wonderland,  ten 
miles  of  which  is  close  by  the  sparkling,  silvery,  diamond- 
like waters  of  the  Merced  River  as  they  go  tumbling  head- 
long in  wild  confusion  over  the  mountaindike  boulders  and 
high  precipices.  To  mv  mind,  after  seeing  all  in  the  \alle\ 
proper,  this  trip  doubles  one's  enthusiasm,  to  say  nothing  ot 
the  strain  on  his  calves. 

Our  next  trip  was  to  Cilacicr  Point,  which  is  considered 
the  grandest  of  all.  This  natural  wontler  ol  solid  granite, 
3257  feet  above  the  \alley,  is  on  the  east  side  immediately 
opposite  the  Royal  Arches,  so  that  our  camping  place  is 
between  it  and  the  Arches.  The  trail,  b\'  which  its  summit 
is  reached,  commences  about  two  miles  south  of  "The 
Point,"  and  is  so  steep  that  one  rises  1000  feet  to  the  mile. 
The  views  as  vou  go  zigzagging  ujj  the  steep  mountain  side 
are  perhajis  more  numerous  and  sublimel)'  grand  than  are 
seen  from  any  other  trail  in  the  Vosemite.  When  once 
standing  on  Glacier  Point  it  at  first  seems  that  the  whole 
earth  is  spread  before  \du.  Perhaps  it  was  a  homesick 
feeling  that  induced  me  to  look  far  to  the  cast  for  m\'  home 
in  Lawrence,  Massachusetts.  Suddenly  remembering  that 
the  earth  is  not  flat,  and  that  a  large  oval  bumj)  was  between 
myself  and  that  locality-,  I  turned  my  attention  to  things 
less  remote.  Here  almost  everything  previously  seen  is 
taken   in  at  a  glance,  and,  in  addition,  jieak  after  ]ieak  ot  the 
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high  Sierras,  white  with  snow,  rise  one  after  another,  until 
away  in  the  dimness  of  distance  they  fade  from  view.  The 
highest  peak  in  the  range  is  plainly  seen,  Mt.  Lyell. 

Yosemite  Fall,  \'ernal  I-'all,  Nevada  Fall,  Sentinel  Dome, 
Half  Dome,  the  Cap  of  Liberty.  Clouds'  Rest,  El  Capitan, 
Royal  Arches,  Washington  Tower,  the  Three  Brothers,  all 
the  other  prominent  mountain  features,  and  the  entire  valley 
from  end  to  end,  with  the  snake-like  course  of  the  Merced 
River  flowing  through  its  center,  are  seen  from  this  inspir- 
ing eminence. 

Our  third  and  last  side  triji  was  to  Mirror  Lake,  where 
we  dri.ive  and  camped  over  night.  It  is  located  in  the 
extreme  upper  end  of  the  \-alley.  For  a  combination  of 
quiet  beaut V  and  sublimit \-  of  (.diulensetl  grandeur  this  spot 
caps  the  climax.  1  belie\e  there  is  no  other  spot  on  earth 
where  three  great  mountains  have  a  perfect  reflection  in  one 
small  lake.  Mt.  W'atkms,  Clouds'  Rest,  and  Half  Dome, 
4200,  6000,  and  5000  feet  respectively  above  the  valley,  are 
all  beautifully  reflected  in  this  small  lake.  No  plate  glass 
mirror  ever  produced  a  stronger  or  more  perfect  reflection. 
At  this  gem  of  mii'mrs  ])crfcction  is  seen  onh  in  the  earl_\' 
morning  before  the  sun  strikes  the  water,  and  when  its 
surface  is  as  free  from  a  ripple  as  is  that  of  a  glass  mirror. 
It  is  surrounded  b\'  trees  and  shrubs,  and  bounded  by  the 
three  mountains  al)n\c  mentioned,  and  so  perfect  is  the 
mirror  that  the  reflection  of  everything  around  it  is  in  no 
wise  inferior  to  the  realit)-.  So  clear  is  the  air  here  that 
tlistances  are  most  striking!)'  decejitive.  This  is  most 
satisfactorily  proven  after  a  near  accpiaintance  with  the  trees 
growing  at  the  summit  of  these  high   walls  surrounding  the 
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valley,  some  of  which  trees  are  six  feet  in  diameter  and  at 
least  one  hundred  and  fifty  feet  high-  Standing"  in  the 
valley  these  trees  look  perhaps  not  so  simple,  hut  ahiiost  as 
diminutive  and  harmless  as  the  juvenile  hair  that  is  i;"ro\ving 
on  "  Noot's  "  upper  lip. 

1  am  well  aware  that  lonj;'  drawn  out  letters  of  description 
become  tlry  antl  monot(.inous.  There  are  scores  of 
prominent  features  here  that  ha\-e  many  times  had  their 
pictures  taken,  and  are  hardh'  less  wonderful  than  those 
I  ha\'e  mentioned,  l)ut  it  is  simph'  nKR-kers'  to  attempt  to 
describe  them.  My  small  supply  of  descriptive  language  is 
exhausted.  The  fact  is,  Yosemite  Valley  was  born  to  the 
admiration  of  man  long  since  the  English  language  was 
written,  which  peihajis  is  the  reason  \\h\  its  wonders  are 
handicap]3ed  in  an  advertising  sense  by  having  no  language 
to  fit  the  occasion.  In  the  words  of  f.  M.  Ilutchings, 
"  neither  the  pencil's  creative  power,  the  painter's  lirush, 
photography,  pen,  or  human  tongue  can  e\en  approximately 
portray  the  unutterable  sublimity  of  scenic  grandeur  in 
and  around  \'osemite  X'alley."  The  \alle\-  is  seen  now 
at  its  best.  Ihe  Merced  River  and  the  numerous  moun- 
tain streams  flowing  into  it  are  sw<:illen  with  the  water 
from  the  great  body  of  snow  in  the  high  Sierras.  This  fact 
gives  the  grandest  possible  effect  to  the  numerous  waterfalls, 
of  which  I  believe  here  is  the  grandest  display  on  earth  — 
Niagara  excepted  of  course.  We  must  take  off  our  hats  to 
Niagara  as  a  single  indi\idual  waterfall. 

For  the  benefit  of  "  Star  "  readers  who  piopose  to  make 
the  trip  to  Yosemite  in  camping  style,  allow  me  to  make  a 
few  suggestions.      First,  be  sure  you  have  a  good  team,  and 
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do  not  start  without  an  experienced  driver  who  will  take 
good  care  of  his  team.  Equip  your  carriage  with  all  iiossible 
conveniences,  such  as  hanging  boxes  underneath  and  on  the 
sides  and  pockets  inside.  Take  no  cooking  utensils  ynu  can 
possibly  dispense  with.  Do  not  fail  to  take  a  sheet-iron 
camping  stove.  Boil  clown  vour  personal  wardrobe  as  much 
as  possible.  Leave  your  ojiera  kids  anil  claw  hammer  coat 
at  home  in  charge  of  the  moths.  Do  not  crowd  your  team 
—  start  earl\-  in  the  morning  and  make  camp  earl\-  at  night. 
Do  not  start  with  the  idea  that  there  is  no  work  to  do. 
Take  but  little  more  bedding  than  you  need  at  home. 
Keep  good  natured  and  try  to  make  it  pleasant  for  your 
cami:)ing  comjianions.  Have  a  captain  for  your  ship,  and 
allow  him  to  be  captain;  tlixide  the  work  so  that  each  shall 
know  his  ]iart.  Have  a  i)lace  for  everything,  and  keep 
everything  therein.  When  \'ou  arrive  at  the  last  supjily 
station  before  entering  the  \alle\-  stock  up  liberall)  ;  the 
suppl)'  store  here  is  worse  than  none. 


June  5. 

After  five  days  in  the  \"alley  we  left  for  home  this  morn- 
ing filled  plumb  full  of  \'osemite  enthusiasm  and  high-priced 
groceries.  Man\-  ilry  tears  were  shed  and  sad  faces  were 
seen  on  oiu'  departure,  a  large  per  cent,  of  which  were  those 
of  persons  whose  bank  account  had  gone  up  because  of  ours 
going  down.  (  )ur  stay  was  blessed  with  exerlasting  sun- 
shine during  such  hours  as  ( )ld  Sol  is  high  enough  to  peep 
over  the  high  granite  wall.  At  the  hotel  in  the  shortest 
winter  days   the   sun   rises  at    1.30  p.m.   and   sets    at    3.30. 
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The  nij;"hts  are  delitioiisK  conl,  and  little  streams  of  ice-e<ikl 
water  meet  yoii  everywhere. 

Leaving  the  \alle\  homeward  l)ound  via  \\'a\viina,  Fresno 
and  Bakersfiekl,  the  first  nine  miles  we  elind)  from  an 
altitude  of  4000  feet,  which  is  that  <if  the  valley,  to  7000 
feet,  the  highest  |ionit  on  the  road,  descending  then  to 
Wawona,  where  we  camp  for  the  night,  having  made 
twentv-si\  miles  through  a  winding  mountain  road  lined 
with  giant  trees,  mostK  pine  and  fir,  thousands  ot  which 
measLue  from  fifteen  to   thirt)'   feet   in   circumference.      One 

of    the    interesting    feat- 
uies  of  our    trip    is    the 
w  h  ol  e  s  a  1  e    manner    ot 
m  o  u  n  t  a  i  11      freighting. 
'Two     enoinmus     wagons 
are  loadetl    with    supplies 
for    the   mountain  suppU' 
stations,    hitched    to- 
gether and  drawn  b\'  ten 
or  twelve  horses  or  mules. 
The    driver    is     mounted 
cm     the    near    |}ole-horse 
ill  i\  ing  with  a  single  line. 
Four  miles  from  Wawona  we  take  a  side   trip  ot    fourteen 
miles,    which    takes    in  the   famous   Mariposa  grove  of  big 
trees.     This    takes    one    through    the    grandest    display    of 
giant    pine,   fir,   and   cetlar  on   earth.      The  road   winds   and 
twists  among  these  huge  forest  sentinels,  many  of  which  are 
so  near  the  road  that  slots  are  cut  in  their  sides  to  allow  the 
whifHetrees  to  pass.       In  places  they    so    closely    line    the 
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Mule  freight   train   in    Stetra   Nevada    Mountains 
Toulumne   County 


narrow  path  that  their  huL^c  trunks,  tiiwcring'  mure  than 
a  hundred  feet  without  a  hmb,  form  ahnost  sohtl  walls  on 
either  side,  while  the  hii;'h  branches  form  natme's  (iwn 
canopy,  making  altogether  a  beautiful  winding  forest  arch- 
way. The  roadway  is  ver\'  smooth  and  pa\-ed  with  pine 
needles,  so  that  the  carriage  moves  along  so  noiselessly 
that  the  inspiring  silence  of  this  sublime  forest  scene  is  only 
broken  by  a  faint  moaning  of  gentle  zephyrs  through  the 
tree-tops  and  the  rippling  of  small  mountain  streams  fed  by 
melting  snow  above  us.  Add  to  this  the  clear,  cool,  bracing 
air  laden  with  fine  forest  perfume,  and  heaven  is  yours. 
Now  we  catch  a  glimpse  of  the  first  one  of  the  big  trees, 
the  botanical  name  of  which  is  sequoia  gigantea.  From  this 
on  for  about  three  miles  these  giant  monsters  are  scattered 
along  the  roadwav,  until  at  the  end  of  the  drive  the  climax 
of  wonder  is  reacheil.  Here  is  an  e.xtravagantly  picturesque 
log  cabin  with  a  large  stone  fire])lace  and  stone  chimney. 
It  is  surrounded  by  a  grove  of  these  stately  nmnsters,  a 
beautiful  si:)ring  of  ice-cold  water  in  front  of  the  cabin, 
altogether  making  one  feel  the  presence  of  his  Maker  in  this 
wonderful  forest  paradise. 

In  the  whole  grove  are  three  hunilred  and  si.xtv-five  of 
these  giants,  as  many  as  there  are  (hus  in  the  year.  "The 
Star  Expedition  "  took  their  noon  lunch  on  the  lawn  in 
front  of  the  cabin,  immediately  between  two,  nameil  (len. 
(irant  and  Ohio,  measuring  from  eightv  to  ninety  feet  in 
circumference.  No  state  dinner  with  a  champagne  accom- 
paniment was  ever  more  enjoyed.  It  makes  me  thirsty 
every  time  I  think  of  that  sjiring  of  water.  The  (Irizzly 
Giant,    the    largest   in   the   grove,   measures   ninety  feet   in 
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ciriunilcrciuc,  twn  luindicd  and  sc\  cnt) -ti\  c  tcct  lii.i;h. 
'■  \\  awiina  "  had  the  niislnrtunc  ni  slaiKhii.^;  in  the  ccntei' 
of  tlic  loatl.  Being  too  stul)btiin  to  ni(i\e  tn  ime  side, 
tile  street  eommissinner  tunnelled  thiDUgh  its  giant  trunk,  so 
that  all  tourists  enjin  the  novelty  of  passing  through  the 
tunnel  with  the  largest  teams  that  go  through  the  moun- 
tains. It  is  elaimed  that  some  of  these  trees  indicate  an  age 
of  more  than  four  thousand  years.  As  nohod)  has  been 
seen  in  this  vicinity  nf  late  born  h>ur  thousand  years  ago, 
from  which  to  olitain  proof,  the 
e\idence  is  circumstantial  and 
encumbered  by  doubt.  In  the 
"  1  huerford,"  which  is  hollow, 
sixteen  horses  have  stood  at  one 
time.  "  Washington  "  has  a 
girth  of  ninety-one  feet;  "  Mara- 
posa,"  eighty-six  feet. 

Mr.  11  M.  Leitch,  custodian 
of  the  Rig  Trees,  made  a  solemn 
agreement,  b)  the  earnest  solici- 
tation ol  our  cook,  to  name  a 
worth)'  s[)ecimen  of  these  sequoias 
"  Lawrence,  Massachusetts,"  in 
honor  of  the  "(Jueen  t'ity  of 
the  Merrimack  \'alle\-,"  in  which 
he  was  born. 

The  "  Star  "   performer  of   I'asadena  daiU    literature   has 

also  obtained  assurance  finm  Mr.  Leitch  that  Lasadena,  the 

Queen    Residence    City    of    C'alifoinia,    should    receive    the 

same  honor.      These  names  will  be  painted  on  tin  in  the  most 
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Pdssing    through    the    big    tree, 

"  Wawona  ". 

Maraposa   Grove 


durable  manner  jjossible,  and  forwarded  to  Mr.  Leitch  by 
"  The  Star  Expedition  to  Vosemite  !  " 

A  mere  statement  of  dimensions  of  an\  of  these  trees 
gives  no  realizing  sense  of  their  magnitude  and  per- 
sonal impressiveness.  They  simply  fill  you  with  speech- 
less siu'prise  akin  to  awe.  It  occurred  to  nic  that  this 
would  be  a  good  place  to  start  a  match  or  toothpick  factory. 
I  looked  through  the  gro\e  for  a  tree  with  a  "chappy" 
bend  on  it  for  a  walking  stick,  but  I  presume  that  when 
they  started  in  business  four  thousand  years  ago  "chappies  " 
didn't  nurse  their  canes,  so  the  (irecian  bends  were  not  the 
rage.  It  would  seem,  however,  that  they  would  be  "bent 
with  age."  If  an\'  of  the  "Star"  readers  sm'vive  the 
monoton\-  of  this  lettei-,  tliev  will  probably  have  the  pleasure 
soon  of  hearing  Imm  niv  worth\  companion  through  these 
columns. 

If  \  ou  want  to  see  X;iture's  woiulerful  work  to  perfection, 
—  valley  and  mountain,  —  stuck'  the  habits  and  conditions  of 
country  life,  and  are  willing  to  sacrifice  home  comforts 
therefor,  select  agreeable  companions  and  take  a  camping 
trip  to  Yosemite. 

r.  S. — If  you  want  a  first-class  flapjack  cook,  "  Noot  "  is 
a  tlandy.  K.  B. 


Thjon   Canyon,   June    i8. 

Dear   EnrroR  .wn   St.\r   Re.-\ders  :  — 

Pasadena's  powerful  magnetism  just  now  has  a  firm  grip 
on     "The    Star    Expedition    to    Yosemite."     The    "Star" 
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office  boy  tk-scrtwl  the  shi|)  at  Hakersfiekl.  His  juvenile 
fondness  for  home  and  mother  and  his  tlomestic  ated  nature 
rould  no  liin,i;fi"  witlistand  our  slow  method  ot  lueomotion. 
Vosemite  wonders  and  mountain  ;;randeui'  were  lett  behind. 
He    had    l)orne    up   under   the   hot,  dustv    ninnotony   ot    one 


a(r  m^"'  .f-^ 


^-:/z^^ 


IN    THE   GREAT    SAN   JOAQUIN    VALLEY 


hunilred  and  liftv  miles  of  the  San  Joa(.|uin  X'alley.  His 
mind  wandered  back  to  the  ileliciously  cool  air  and  water  of 
the  mountains.  With  such  a  downcast  look  ot  friendless 
longfacedncss,  as  almost  movetl  the  balance  of  our  party  to 
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tears,  he  comiiarctl  the  kixvines  <>{  the  past  to  the  idirid  air 
and  warm  water  realities  of  the  present.  Screechint^ 
engines  with  their  rumlilini;  trains,  and  midnight  "  holjo  " 
visits  to  our  camp  wagon,  disturbed  his  quiet  shinibers. 
The  novelty  of  washing  dishes,  getting  wood  and  water,  had 
become  a  stern  reality.  Eating  butter  with  a  spoon  br<iught 
on  ice-chest  longings.  His  frequent  allusions  to  the  ice- 
creams of  his  childhood  were  pathetic.  He  longed  for  the 
loving  embrace  of  his  young  and  affectionate  familw  and 
the  domestic  luxury   thereof,   and  he  was  famishing  for  an 

opportunity  for  a  home 
talent  exhibit  of  that  min- 
iature moustache  which  he 
had  so  industriousl)  and 
patiently  struggled  to 
nurse  into  ]ironiinence 
since  his  d  e  p  a  r  t  u  r  e  . 
Considering  all  these  sym- 
pathetic and  heart-rending 
reasons,  we  consenteil  to 
part  with  his  wortln'  com- 
panionship, bu\ing  him  a 
first-class  ticket,  and  i)lacing  him  under  the  tender 
care  of  the  earh  morning  train.  We  had  about  com- 
pleted the  purchase  of  a  half-fare  ticket  for  him  when 
the  agent  accidentally  got  a  side  view  of  that  newl)-  born 
pride  of  his  heart  on  his  upi)er  liii,  which  at  once  nnneil  the 
chances  for  getting  him  through  on  half  fare.  Ere  this  he 
is  fondly  revelling  in  the  luxurious  admiration  of  his  many 
Pasadena  admirers — also  in  ice-cream. 
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The  first  day  after  his  departure  we  (h'ci\e  thrciiij;h  what 
is  termed  the  desert  nf  the  San  Jdaquin  \'alle\-.  l,(Mil<in[;- 
eagerly  for  snowbanks  and  iceber,t;'s,  we  saw  instead  only 
jaek-rabbits,  lizards,  and  horned  toads.  Midway  of  this 
torrid  da)'s  experience  we  met  with  a  warm  reception  at 
the  residence  of  a  courageous,  snckless  gentleman,  who  was 
willing  to  sell  us  water  (such  as  it  is)  at  fi\e  cents  jx-r  head 
for  each  h(irse.  I  say  a  courageous  man,  because  a  cowardl)- 
man  would  not  be  found  here.  lie  disregarded  that  bibHcal 
command  to  "  liuild  \-our  house  upon  a  rock"  simply  be- 
cause the  Author  of  that  command  had  furnished  hereabouts 
sand  only.  He  ent|uired  where  we  were  from,  and  we 
borrowed  an  answer  from  the  Irishman  who  said,  "  Begorra, 
1  am  from  e\ery  place  but  this,  antl  I'll  be  from  this  soon." 
It  is  a  gooil  place  from  which  to  emigrate  suddenly.  Si.\ 
miles  more  of  torridit\-  and  we  came  to  a  liberal-sized, 
modern-looking  schoolhouse,  m  the  shadow  ot  which  we 
sought  protection  from  the  scorching  ra\  s  of  "  (.)kl  Sol 
for  a  half  hour.  1  shall  ne\er  cease  to  wonder  wh\  that 
schoolhouse  is  there,  tor  I  could  see  no  use  lor  it. 

About  6.00  r.  m.  this  sweltering  condition  terminated 
very  abruptly  —  not  too  abrujitly  either.  For  more  than 
tw'o  hundred  miles  we  had  journeyed  through  that  hot-air 
furnace  —  the  San  Joaquin  Valley.  All  the  while  the  four 
leading  p(.)ints  of  the  compass  and  all  the  intervening  frac- 
tional points  were  sizzling.  It  was  hot  perpendicularly, 
horizontalh ,  and  on  the  bias.  It  thawed  more  or  less  on 
the  sunny  siile  from  morn  until  e\'e,  with  no  frost  during 
the  night.  It  was  specially  warm  in  the  immeiliate  vicinity 
of  our  stock  of  butter,  so  much  so  that  to  handle  that  indis- 
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pcnsahlc  accunliii.L;-  to  strict  "  Kuth  Ashniorc  etic|uctte " 
was  a  ,L;reas\-  failure.  Success  was  only  attained  by  usini;'  a 
spoon  for  small  doses,  and  a  ladle  for  adults.  I  visited  two 
of  the  most  prominent  retailers  in  Raymond  for  the  express 
purp(jse  of  addin.L;  to  our  stock,  findin.i;-  the  entire  outfit  of 
condensed  extract  of  cow  had  melted.  The  se\eral  rolls 
had  united  in  one.  Bein.t;'  soniethini;-  of  a  crank  on  the 
butter  question,  1  withdrew  from  the  market  butterless. 

[  believe  that  few  [leople  realize  the  enormous  size  of 
San  Joac[uin  Valley.  We  were  told  by  a  seemin.t;iy  well- 
informed  man  that  it  is 
four  hundred  and  fifty 
miles  loni;",  with  an  aver- 
age width  of  si\t\-tour 
miles.  These  dimensions 
would  make  it  more  than 
three  and  one-half  times 
the  size  of  Massachusetts. 
We  will  call  it  twice  as 
large  as  that  State,  which 
is  ]ierfectl)  safe.  With 
plent\  of  water  for  irri- 
gation the  agricultural  jiossibilities  ot  this  \-alle\-  are 
almost  bevond  tin.'  |>ower  of  figiues  to  tell.  Willingly  turn- 
ing our  backs  on  this,  California's  agricultural  furnace,  we 
drove  two  miles  up  the  Tejon  C'an\-on  into  the  coast  range 
of  mountains,  and  camped  tor  the  night  close  by  a  swift 
running  mountain  stream.  Was  this  luxury.?  It  was  more 
than  that  ;  it  was  heavenly.  So  suddenly  leaving  that 
natural  o\en,  following  this   cool    stream    up   the   can\'on,   at 
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The    Captain   coming    into    camp 


once  shielded  from  the  hot  setting  sun  by  the  high  hills  and 
stately  oaks  on  either  side  nf  the  stream,  was  a  ehange 
worthy  of  admiration  and  brim  full  of  cheer.  No  flies,  no 
mosquitoes,  no  screeching  locomotives,  no  hoboes,  nothing 
round  about  us  save  the  high  hills  ornamented  with  scatter- 
ing oaks  and  mountain  buckeye;  the  latter  white  with  great 
cone-like  blossoms  resembling  in  shape  an  ear  of  corn,  and 
the  babbling  stream  lined  witli  huge  trees,  many  of  which 
are  covered  with  beautiful  climbing  vines.  It  did,  indeed, 
seem   that   we  had   been   rescued   from   a   fiery  furnace  and 

landed  in  Nature's  para- 
dise. Our  camp  wagon 
was  anchored  close  be- 
side the  stream,  the 
rip])ling,  soothing  monot- 
on\  of  which  soon  tilled 
us  plumb  full  ot  "tired 
Nature's  sweet  restorer, 
balmy  sleep,"  which  gave 
us  eight  hours  of  such 
undisturbed  repose  as  is 
seldom  experienced  ex- 
cept in  childhood. 

Resuming  our  climb  up  the  canyon  in  the  morning,  we 
soon  reached  Fort  Tejon,  one  of  Uncle  Sam's  tumbledown, 
defunct  insurance  policies  against  Indian  depredations. 
Twelve  miles  took  us  to  the  summit,  where  the  "chef" 
served  up  one  of  his  famous  lunches,  after  which  we  com- 
menced the  down  hill  slide  into  Antelope  Valley  —  so  called 
because  of  being  the  home  of  large  bands  of  antelopes  in 
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times  jiast.  This  valley  is  seventy  miles  Idiij;'  by  fitteen 
miles  wide.  It  enjoys  tlie  reputation  dI  heinj;-  one  ol  the 
windiest  phues  in  California.  The  principal  ero]>  is  wheat, 
which,  owin.t;^  to  the  absence  of  March  and  April  rains,  this 
season  is  not  vip  to  the  average.  In  the  foothills  is  a  large 
acreage  of  fruit  and  nuts,  a  large  per  cent,  of  which  is 
almond.  The  crop  of  jack-rabbits  is  good,  some  of  which 
fell  1))-  the  roadside,  victims  to  the  deadly  aim  of  our  shot- 
gun. During  our  dri\e  of  tliirty  miles  in  the  valley  we 
passed  one  lonely  schoolhouse,  the  creditable  appearance  of 
which  speaks  praise  to  the  scattering  inhabitants  therein. 
On  the  west  side  of  the  schoolhouse  were  se\eral  horses 
hitched  behind  a  long  and  high  wind-proof  fence,  put  there 
for  the  express  purpose  of  ])rcventing  the  wind  from  blow- 
ing the  horses  away.  Some  of  them  were  saddled  and 
others  in  road  carts,  used  lor  the  bovs  and  girls  to  ride  to 
and  from  school.  (  )ne  little  boy  saitl  he  li\ed  fi\e  miles 
away  —  giving  him  a  ten-mile  ride  each  daw  Another  little 
fellow  seemed  ]5roud  of  the  fact  that  he  lived  •' onl)  "  tour 
miles  from  his  school.  The  ranchmen  ot  (  alilornia  certainly 
have  reason  to  be  proud  of  their  efforts  in  the  matter  of 
educating  their  cliildren.  Teachers  are  well  paid,  and  the 
country  schools  are  in  session  a  large  portion  of  the  year. 
Our  experience  in  this  valle\'  was  a  big  tcmtrast  to  that  in 
the  San  Joaquin.  The  wind  filled  the  sails  (.)f  our  prairie 
schooner  all  dav,  bringing  out  our  overcoats,  gloves,  and  la]:i- 
robe,  and  at  night  we  sought  harbor  on  the  leeward  side  ol  a 
life-size  barn  to  prevent  dragging  anchor.  Ate  supper  and 
breakfast  clad  in  overcoat  and  gloves.  The  day  bef'(.)re  our 
sweltering  condition  was  well  nigh  unbearable.  This  goes 
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to  prove  how  easily  one  can  chans^c  climatic  conditions  in 
this  wonderful  state  of  California.  Leaving  Antelope 
X'aJley  to  the  winds,  we  once  more  cijmmenced  climbinj;" 
thy,  brown,  and  barren  fonthills.  Twelve  miles  took  us  high 
up  into  the  mountains  again  to  Elizabeth  Lake.  Two  miles 
more  of  steep  grade  to  the  summit,  where  commences 
twenty-five  miles  of  continuous  down  grade  through  the  San 
Francisquite  Canyon.  Here  Nature  arranged  her  work  in  an 
extravagantly  promiscuous  manner.  A]iparently  she  had  no 
use  for  straight   lines  or  graceful   geometrical   cui\es.      The 

mountain  architecture  on 
either  side  of  the  can\on 
is  of  a  •'  go-as-\du-please  " 
st\le,  made  up  of  oxer- 
grown  humps  and  hol- 
lows, none  of  whiih  ha\'e 
been  sand  pa]iered.  The 
roadwa\'  is  as  crooked  as 
it  is  rough  and  rockv, 
and  vice  \'ersa. 

h'or  the  Itenetit  of  camp- 
ers en  route  to  ^  osemite, 
anil  who  naturalh  get  tlisheartened  and  ilisgusted  on  or  belorc 
reaching  the  summit  of  San  l<"rancis(-|uite  Can\on,  let  me 
assure  you  that  this  is  the  poorest  mad  ant!  luost  disagree- 
able climb  in  the  whole  trip.  Near  the  center  ol  this  drive 
we  found  a  camper  with  his  faniih.  lie  had  liroken  an 
axle,  and  had  just  returned  finm  the  blacksmith  where  it 
was  repaired  —  ilistance,  twent\"-loiu'  miles.  As  exidi'uce  ot 
the  crookedness  of  the  road,  a  jiatient  and  cvnious  man,  who 
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had  passed  through  the  canyon,  makes  the  official  statement, 
that  the  stream  of  water  runnins;^  therein  crosses  the  rnati 
sixtv-nine  times.  ]>eside  this  stream,  almut  mid\va\  the 
can)'on,  we  found  an  enjowable  place  to  camp  for  the  niicht. 
A  )-ount;'  Californian  and  wife,  with  an  ablirexiated,  inex- 
pensive campin.i;"  (uitfit,  were  neiyiiburini;"  camiiers.  When 
we  crawled  intu  our  cumfurtable  bed  in  our  camp  wagon, 
they  had  rolled  themsehes  both  in  the  same  blanket  and 
were  lying  flat  on  the  ground  close  as  two  bugs  in  a  rug, 
ap|iarentlv  as  cimtented  as  tliey  were  near  tn  nature. 

We  were  miw  within  hft\'  miles  ot  I'asadena,  a  distance 
as  comparetl  t"  "ur  whole  trij),  hardh  worth  mentioning. 
Fifteen  miles  and  we  are  at  Newhall  ;  one  more  mountain  to 
cross,  known  as  the  San  I-'ernando  Pass,  and  we  are  in  the 
San  Fernando  \'alle\ .  The  interesting  feature  of  the  San 
Fernando  Pass  is  the  cut  about  a  hundred  feet  deep  through 
the  summit.  Camping  for  the  last  night  at  San  Fernando, 
oiil\-  twenty-fi\e  miles  from  Pasadena,  we  reached  that  city 
Thursday,  June  17,  1S97,  making  just  fifty  days  from  the 
start.  Reviewing  the  trip  briefly,  it  took  us  through  eigh- 
teen Counties,  namel\- ;  Los  Angeles,  X'entura,  Santa  Bar- 
bara, San  Louis  ( )bispo,  Monterex',  Santa  Cruz,  Santa 
Clara,  San  Mateo,  San  Francisco,  Alameda,  San  Joac|uin, 
Stanislaus,  Tuolunme,  Maraposa,  Madera,  Fresno,  Tulare, 
and  Kern;  whole  distance,  i  i  70  miles. 

The  Condition  ot  the  grain  crop  as  a  whole  through  the 
State  as  best  we  could  learn  is  below  the  axeiage.  I'he 
fruit  cn.ip  cannot  be  judged  thus  early.  The  grain  crop 
through  Los  Angeles  and  \'entura  Counties  is  heaviest  per 
acre.  As  a  residence  county,  Los  Angeles  wears  the  cham- 
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pion  belt ;  and,  as  a  residence  city,  Pasadena  is  the  queen  of 
them  all.  The  condition  of  ranchmen  is  not  an  enviable 
one.  Continued  droughts,  reduced  protective  tariff  on  their 
products  and  consequent  low  prices,  have  reduced  their 
financial  condition  almost  to  desperation.  This  is  the 
cause  of  so  main'  tramp  campers  throus:h  the  State.     The 
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PHOTOS     av     RAl-OH 

ONE   MORE   MOUNTAIN   TO  CROSS 

roads  are  full  of  the  poorer  class  who  earn  a  livelihood  with 
their  hands  and  their  team  by  day's  work.  They  have 
loaded  these  teams  with  their  scanty  household  effects, 
together  with  their  families,  and  are  tramping  from  place  to 
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place  ti)  better  their  Cdndition.  Is  it  any  wonder  tliat  polit- 
ically these  men  are  driven  to  desiieration  ?  It  is  such  des- 
peration and  unrest  that  bc.u'ets  Populism.  Diss^usted  with 
the  past  and  present,  they  grab  at  any  new  idea  born  of  a 
political  demagogue,  as  a  drowning  man  will  grab  at  a  straw. 

The  climatic  conditions  of  this  State  make  it  specially 
attractive  to  undeserving  tramps,  and  thus  it  is  that  the 
hobo  element  is  largely  represented  here.  "  Camping  out," 
in  what  New  England  would  call  (i\psy  style,  is  fast  becom- 
ing an  artistic  fad  in  California.  (hi  our  return  trom 
Yosemite  we  have  met  scores  of  camping  teams  and  bicyclers 
enroute  thereto  from  Pasadena  and  Los  Angeles.  These 
two  cities  seem  to  furnish  a  large  per  cent,  i.if  California's 
Yosemite  jaatronage. 

Our  tri]5,  as  a  whole,  has  been  health-giving,  enjoyable, 
interesting,  and  instructixe.  We  have  seen  a  large  portion 
of  the  State  as  it  is,  and  its  iieojile  as  the\'  are.  We  have 
mingled  socially  with  snakes,  lizards,  horned  toads,  quail, 
pigeons,  roadrunners,  and  jack-rabbits  innumerable,  and  we 
have  met  face  to  face  deer,  bear,  and  a  herd  of  buffalo. 
George  Washington  could  not  tell  a  lie  ;  we  cannot  tell  even 
a  misleading  truth,  so  will  state  that  our  daring  feat  of 
bravery  in  connection  with  deer,  bear,  and  buffalo  was  per- 
formetl  in  ( lolden  Gate  Park. 

Every  detail  pertaining  to  the  trip  has  been  carried  out  as 
planned  before  starting.  Neither  sickness  n(5r  accident  has 
marred  our  pleasure,  and  our  bank  account  is  reduced  only 
twenty  cents  by  breakage  both  t(j  carriage  and  harness. 
The  experience  has  been  a  grand  one,  and  "  The  Star 
Expedition  to  Yosemite"  goes  on  record  as  the  trip  of  our 
lives. 

E.  B. 


I   KNOW  HE  WANTS  IT  HERE 


HISTORICAL  SKETCH  OF  THE  FIRM 
OF  BICKNELL  BROTHERS  — THIRTY- 
SEVEN  YEARS  IN  LAWRENCE  — GRAN- 
GERS, COUNTRY  FIDDLERS,  PEDA- 
GOGUES,    COOPERS    AND     CLOTHIERS. 


RhIKINTED    FKOM     IllCK^HI.l,    Bru 


St\I-E    Hook 


HE  sketch  wliich  follows  deals  with  histor- 
ical facts,  closely  connected  with  Rali^h's 
life,  in  which  he  was  entliusiasticalK'  in- 
terested. The  memory  of  the  dear  bo}"s  enthusiasm 
in  all  things  u  ill  ne\'er  fade  nor  grow  dim.  He  was 
quick  and  ardent  in  his  admii-ation  of  humorous 
originality.  He  has  many  times  said  to  me,  "  Dad, 
this  is  the  best  bit  of  literary  work  you  haye  eyer 
done."  Thus  I  feel  sure  that  he  will  be  glad  to 
allow  it  a  place  of  ])ermanent  I'ecord  in  his  "  Scra]3 
Book".  It  is  not  that  I  am  egotistical  regarding 
this  sketch  that  I  desire  its  publication  herein.  It 
is  because  it  contains  facts  which  neyer  ceased  to 
deeply  interest  Ralph,  and  which  may  also  interest 
many  of  the  friends  he  made  while  away  from  home, 
as  well  as  those  members  of  the  Bicknell  family 
throughout  the  United  States  who  receiye  a  copy 
of  this  book. 
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E     BICKNELL 


J     BICKNELL 


riic  luin\  ami  Huri\  (i|  a  business  man's  everyday  life 
hel]is  him  to  turret  the  un])leasant  reahtv  that  he  is  i^row- 
in.n  cilil,  hut  when  we  considei-  tlie  faet  that  it  is  nnw  thirty- 
seven  years  since  the  firm  (if  Bicicnell  Bms.  was  fiiunded,  it 
is  a  forcible  reminder  that  we  are  no  lonjxei"  boys.  Havinj( 
been  so  loni;"  identified  with  the  cluthin:;'  business  in  Law- 
rence, it  occmred  tn  us  that  perhaps  a  little  histurical 
sketch  of  the  firm  mi,i;ht  be  both  fittinij;-  and  interesting;"  to 
readers  of  our  "  Style  Book  ". 

For  some  unkniiwii  reason  many  of  our  custnmers  have 
been  led  to  believe  that  the  members  ^>i  oui-  firm  are 
numerous.  Some  (if  our  salesmen  have  been  with  us  a  long 
time,  and  ha\e  been  man\'  times  embarrassed  and  got  re(.l  in 
the  face  because  of  ha\ing  been  accused  of  belonging  to 
this  numerous  family  of  brothers.  To  relie\e  them  of 
further    responsibility,  and  as  a  matter  of  information,  we 
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will  sa\'  that  the  firm  consists  of  two  members  only,  J. 
Bicknell  and  E.  Bicknell. 

J.  Bicknell  is  the  senior  member.  He  was  born  in 
Waldo  County,  Maine,  in  1844.  Only  for  the  fact  that  his 
parents  had  five  children,  he  mijjht  have  been  the  only  son. 
He  was  born,  lived,  and  toiled  as  a  farmer's  boy.  The 
other  members  of  his  parents'  offspring  were  farmer's  boys 
also,  with  the  possible  exception  of  the  girls.  Like  many 
other  farmer  boys,  early  in  life  he  was  seized  with  a  disease 
iif  discontent.  He  had  the  ad\antage  of  his  brothers  and 
sisters  in  being  born  first  ;  thus,  he  was  the  first  to  discover 
that  the  future  prospects  of  the  wealth  of  the  old  homestead 
when  divided  intu  fi\e  e(.|ual  [larts  wcmld  nut  satisf\'  his 
ambition.  I  would  not  cast  reflection  cm  his  diligence  as  a 
tiller  of  New  England  snil,  but,  acting  as  historian,  am 
obliged  to  say  that  while  the  muscle  development  incident 
to  a  two  hundred  acre  New  England  farm  was  going  on,  his 
brain  was  constantly  throwing  cold  water  on  the  proceed- 
ings, because  of  the  discouraging  ])rospects  of  a  future  bank 
account. 

By  kind  and  loving  parents  he  was  advised  to  work  more 
and  think  less.  His  grandparents  had  told  his  parents  to 
"let  well  enough  alone",  and  they  in  tuin  had  remembered 
that  little  speech,  antl  the\'  delixered  it  at  convenient  inter- 
vals in  his  presence.  They  believed  they  had  been  saved 
from  the  temptations  of  modern  recklessness  and  everlasting 
ruin  by  humble  obedience  to  that  same  advice.  They 
talked  to  him  impressively  about  keeping  down  the  weeds 
by  his  daily  walks  in  the  old  familiar  ]iath  that  leads  from 
the  old  kitchen  door,  down  between   the  woodpile  and  the 
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Wdddshcd,  ti)  the  Inirn,  and  from  tlicncc  around  a  certain 
stump  t(3  the  C(i\v  pasture.  He  had  ahx-acly  discarded  his 
knee  pants,  and  \(iu  know  that  when  a  l:)oy  ,i;oes  into  loni; 
trousers  he  not  inlre(|uentlv  knows  more  than  both  of  his 
parents.  While  he  was  a  gootl  boy  to  fill  up  the  wood  box 
and  i;T)  after  the  cows  at  ni,L;'ht  time  (to  present  unpleasant- 
ness with  his  male  parent),  he  tlid  not  use  to  any  extent  the 
advice  furnished  by  his  jiarents  to  prevent  enlargement  of 
the  brain.  His  freedom  of  thought  in  an  opposite  direction 
was  disastrous  toan\-  and  all  adxice  in  the  line  of  agriculture. 

When  he  pvit  on  his  first  paii'  of  long  trousers  he  looked 
in  the  mirror,  and  among  other  things  discovered  something 
that  lesembled  hair  on  his  ujiper  lip.  This,  in  connection 
with  the  aforesaid  trouseis,  made  him  ai'pear  more  manly, 
and,  although  not  naturally  \ain,  he  thought  he  was  grow- 
ing good  looking  mighty  fast.  Inspired  b)'  this  satisfactory 
transformation  scene  the  thick  veil  of  the  future  got  so 
transparent  that  he  saw  the  writing  on  the  wall,  "  I  am  not 
a  granger".  He  thoroughly  believed  that  inscription  to  be 
true,  and  had  it  photograi^hed  and  hung  in  a  conspicuous 
place  for  future  reference.  When  hoeing  corn  or  weeding 
the  vegetable  garden  on  rainv  da_\s  in  ha_\ing  time,  he 
would  leave  the  fiekl,  walk  a  half  mile  between  meals  for 
lunch,  and  to  make  sure  he  wasn't  a  granger  would  renew 
his  acquaintance  with  the  aforesaid  motto. 

Thus  struggling  until  at  the  age  of  twenty-five  the  crisis 
came.  He  said  his  nearest  relatives  were  welcome  to  his 
share  of  combined  pleasure,  honoi',  and  wealth  resulting 
from  keeping  clown  the  weeds  in  the  paths  of  his  fore- 
fathers, and  he  said  it  with  cast-iron  determination. 
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With  a  few  hard-earned  dollars  in  his  pocket,  whieh  b\  no 
means  strained  the  capacity  of  his  calf-skin  wallet,  he 
blacked  his  boots,  shifted  his  cuffs  end  for  end,  and  started 
for  Boston,  where  he  lost  no  time  in  securing  a  job  as  clerk 
in  a  clothing  store.  The  vigorous  manner  in  which  he 
administered  that  home-made  shine  showed  a  determination 
of  purpose  not  frequently  discovered  in  his  agricultural 
efforts.  After  si.x  months  of  clerkship  he  came  to  Lawrence 
and  oiiened  what  was  then  called  a  clothing  store,  in 
a  little  ten-footer  at  551  Esse.x  street.  A  medium  size 
dry  goods  box  would  hold  his  entire  stock  in  trade,  all  of 
which  he  paid  for  with  the  contents  of  the  aforesaid  wallet, 
for  two  reasons  :  first,  because  he  had  been  taught  to  pay 
for  what  he  bought ;  and,  secondly,  because  he  had  no 
credit.  Thus  handicajjped,  and  for  lack  of  experience,  the 
first  two  years  gave  his  courage  a  severe  test.  He  struggled 
along  in  a  small  way,  until,  at  the  end  of  the  third  year,  by 
large  efforts  and  small  expenses,  he  had  gained  a  little. 

Being  the  next  on  the  birth-list  after  he  had  left  home,  I 
inherited  his  stock  of  discontent,  which,  added  to  m\-  own, 
(for  I  had  then  been  wearing  l<jng  trousers  a  good  spell), 
made  me  a  discontented  farmer  of  no  small  dimensions.  We 
Ijoth  stuck  to  the  farm  until  old  enough  to  \"te  in  town  meeting. 

The  liberality  of  our  |)arents,  coupled  with  our  own  dis- 
taste for  unprofitable  manual  labor,  enabled  us  to  s(j  far 
educate  ourselves  as  to  scjueeze  through  an  examination  for 
a  country  pedagogue.  A  vacation  in  our  case  meant  woik, 
and,  boys,  you  can  be  sure  we  didn't  listen  with  delight  to 
the  S(nind  of  the  "  no  session  "  bell.  An  opportunity  to  go 
to  school  was  a  "  snap  ". 
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In  connectii)n  with  the  farm  was  what  was  known  as  a 
"  cooper's  shop ",  in  which  are  made  hme  and  mackerel 
barrels.  This  was  <iur  muscle  developini;  headquarters 
between  hoeinj:;"  and  having,  to  prevent  undue  hilarit)-.  A 
sort  of  substitute  for  modern  baseball  and  loothall,  which 
were  not  then  incUided  in  our  list  ot  amusements.  Thus 
the  last  years  of  our  time  before  leaving  home  were  divided, 
in  summer,  between  farming  and  coopering,  and  in  winter, 
coopering  and  pedagoguing.  When  my  senior  partner  left 
home  I  grasped  the  coopering  industr\'  in  earnest.  To  get 
my  stock  from  first  hands,  and  drive  the  middle  man  out  of 
business,  I  bought  m\-  lumljer  on  the  stump,  cut  and  drew 
it  to  the  mill  in  winter,  where  it  was  sawed  into  staves  and 
heading.  This  lumbering  term,  in  connection  with  the 
short  term  at  the  country  school,  occupied  my  time  during 
the  autumn  and  winter  months. 

The  barrel  stock  thus  prepared  in  winter  was  made  into 
barrels  and  marketed  during  the  spring  and  summer 
months.  The  market  for  lime  barrels  was  at  Rockland, 
Maine,  a  distance  of  twcnt\-tw(j  miles.  (  )ne  of  the  bright 
features  of  barrel  making  business  was  the  custom  of 
working  in  the  shop  as  manv  hours  as  the  sun  would 
furnish  light,  and  drawing  the  barrels  to  market  in  the 
night  time.  This  custom  was  established  because  the 
profits  of  the  business  working  sixteen  hours  a  day  were  too 
small  for  the  accumulation  of  a  circus  fund.  In  those  days 
a  young  man  in  the  coimtry  with  no  circus  tund  was  not 
allowed  to  occupy  an  aristocratic  position  in  society. 

Railroad  facilities  did  not  connect  my  lucrative  business 
with  the  market,    so   the   motive  power   for  marketing  the 
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goods  was  horse  power  plain  and  simple.  ( )ne  hundred  vi 
these  barrels  was  the  average  load  for  two  horses.  The 
necessary  life-sustaining  outfit  for  man  and  beast  for  the 
trip  was  a  twin  cold  lunch  —  a  bag  of  hay  and  two  feeds  of 
grain.  The  bag  of  hay,  in  addition  to  its  life-sustaining 
properties,  made  an  ingenious  device  for  upholstering  the 
soft  side  of  two  barrels  in  a  horizontal  position  for  a  seat  for 
the  driver.  The  regular  schedule  time  for  starting  to 
market  was  sunset.  An  evening  circus  performance  within 
a  ten-mile  drive  was  never  allowed  to  pass  unnoticed,  in 
which  case  the  start  for  market  was  made  about  midnight. 
Think  of  the  advantage  afforded  by  such  a  trip  on  a  bright 
starlit  night  for  studying  astronomy.  In  niv  dreams  I 
used  to  watch  the  flies  walking  about  on  bald-headed 
inhabitants  of  the  fi.xed  stars.  Several  miles  of  this  drive 
was  over  what  is  called  the  Camden  Turnpike,  a  very 
narrow  road,  almost  overhung  in  many  jjlaces  by  huge  cliffs 
and  boulders  of  the  Camden  Mountain  on  one  side  with  the 
waters  of  Lake  Megunticook  on  the  other.  The  stories  I 
had  heard  when  a  small  boy  about  bears,  jianthers  and  wild 
cats  that  inhabited  these  hills  did  not  increase  the  enjoy- 
ment of  the  occasion. 

1  was  not  overburdened  with  the  kind  of  courage  necessary 
for  the  enjoyment  of  midnight  encounters  with  the  above 
named  beasts,  because  I  was  born  too  late  to  enter  the 
Civil  War.  Many  times  has  the  hayseed  in  my  hair  been 
suddenly  disturbed  by  imaginary  sounds  of  ferocious  animals, 
which,  on  sober  reflection,  proved  to  be  the  distant  hooting  of 
an  owl  or  the  rustling  in  the  grass  of  a  harmless  little 
mouse.     Poets  have  been  inspired  by  the  natural  scenery  of 
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this  locality,  but  let  me  assure  the  reader  that  that  insi:)ira- 
tinii  came  under  different  circumstances.  It  is  all  right  for 
the  city  dude  who  has  not  been  brought  up  on  bear  stories 
to  warble  poetry  in  broad  daylight  in  the  left  ear  of  his  best 
girl,  but  let  him  go  it  alone  with  a  load  of  lime  barrels  over 
this  lonesome  thoroughfare,  in  the  dead  hours  of  the  night, 
and  he  will  find  his  stock  of  poetical  inspiration  handicapped. 
It  is  one  of  those  experiences  which  must  be  had  to  be 
ap]3reciated.  Occasionally  I  now  have  what  appears  to  be 
an  unpleasant  task.  To  remove  that  unpleasant  feeling  I 
have  only  to  recall  those  midnight  excursions  alone  through 
the  solemn  stillness  of  the  "Camden  Turnpike".  Such 
experiences  did  not  increase  mv  love  for  my  vocation.  All 
the  while  I  kept  posted  on  the  success  my  elder  brother 
was  having  in  the  clothing  business. 

Three  years  after  he  left  home,  1,  too,  firmly  resolved  to 
graduate  from  the  familiar  j^aths  of  the  old  homesteatl  and 
embark  in  city  life.  I  was  then  twenty-six  years  old.  I 
came  direct  to  Lawrence,  and  have  since  been  told  that  my 
personal  appearance  showed  that  my  life  thus  lar  had  not 
been  wasted  on  eticjuette.  I  had  been  fairly  well  bred  for  a 
country  boy,  but  was  not  polished.  I  had  been  taught  that 
to  earn  my  pic  and  eat  it  from  my  fingers  was  more  commend- 
able than  to  let  some  other  fellow  earn  it  for  me  and  eat  it 
with  a  fork.  The  foundation  to  my  parental  teaching  was 
obedience  and  self-reliance,  and  I  believe  that  jiretty  nearly 
covers  the  ground. 

This  was  about  all  I  had  to  recommend  me  as  a  clothing 
merchant,  for  I  couldn't  tell  the  difference  between  a  seven- 
dollar    broadcloth    and    a    printed    satinet,    which   is   worth 
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nothing,  but  sells  for  about  thirty-seven  and  a  half  cents  a 
yard.  Armed  with  this  stock  of  ignorance,  I  at  once 
procured  a  position  in  the  little  clothing  store  then  known 
as  J.  Bicknell,  jr.  The  business  was  still  very  small. 
About  all  I  knew  how  tn  do  was  to  pick  up  the  loose  paper 
on  the  floor,  and  that  was  about  all  there  was  for  me  to  do, 
and  my  salary,  although  more  than  I  earned,  was  not  large. 

One  of  the  accomplishments  we  both  brought  with  us 
was  that  of  a  country  fiildler.  Customers  were  scarce,  and 
our  large  surplus  was  in  unoccupied  time.  Many  hours 
were  spent  in  the  back  shop  in  an  effort  to  get  music  out  of 
the  old  violins.  Slowl\-  and  steadily  the  business  increased, 
and,  having  shown  my  willingness  to  learn,  at  the  end  of  my 
first  year's  clerkship  the  little  money  I  had  brought  from 
the  farm  was  added  to  the  business,  and  I  was  made  a 
partner  in  the  firm  which  has  since  been  known  as  Bicknell 
Bros. 

With  increased  capital  and  a  better  knowledge  of 
business,  it  began  to  increase  more  rapidly.  Four  years 
after  the  little  store  was  oix-neil,  we  began  to  be 
crowded  for  room,  and  larger  accommodations  were  found  in 
the  then  new  store  in  Howard's  Block,  523  Esse.x  street, 
when  we  were  obliged  to  obtain  more  help.  Renewed 
efforts  and  original  advertising  year  after  year  further 
increased  the  business,  and  we  again  became  pressed  for  room. 

Failing  in  an  effort  with  our  landlord  to  remove  partitions 
and  give  us  the  desired  room,  after  si.\  years  at  523  Essex 
street  we  purchased  the  lot  at  469  Essex  street  and  pro- 
ceeded to  build  the  block  especially  for  our  business,  where 
we  now  are.      In  the  autumn  of  '79  the  grand  opening  in 
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our  new  block  occurred,  the  occasion  being  enlivened  by  a 
band  of  music.  The  people  looked  (in  in  amazement,  for  it 
was  then  one  nf  the  largest,  if  ndt  the  largest  and  most 
elaborately  appointed  clothing  houses  in  New  England 
outside  of  Boston. 

Our  competitiirs  had  a  right  tn  be  jealous,  and  they  were. 
They  watched  the  growth  of  the  so-called  "  Mushroom 
Cl(Jthing  House",  and  when  our  elaborate  opening  came 
they  were  profuse  in  their  prophecies  of  a  failure.  While 
they  were  waiting  for  their  prophecies  to  materialize,  the 
people  were  encouraging  Bicknell  Bros,  in  their  efforts  to 
please  them  b\-  their  patronage,  and  thus  ciur  trade  rapid- 
ly increased.  In  one  feature  of  the  management  of  nur 
business  during  these  thirty-seven  years  we  feel  justified  in 
claiming  a  degree  of  pride  ;  namely,  we  have  never  borrowed 
a  dollar  with  which  to  pa_\  for  a  bill  of  goods.  Neither 
have  we  ever  paid  for  a  bill  of  merchandise  with  a  promissory 
note.  Other  features,  which  ha\e  led  to  the  little  success 
we  have  had,  wnuld  perhajjs  seem  like  boasting,  and  thus 
be  out  of  place  in  this  historical  sketch.  Our  extreme 
modestv    forbids. 


-    i3u; 


. .  '.,  ■■:;'-:  -  i.;'i:  ■■■<  ■ 


:V.^:'i:':i.  :;■(:.;::  '■ 


:■>'■!■■;  :/,:/:i'.V. ;/'.,; 


■■  -'.1  I, ■-1,1, '.'...  .:.':.'  Mtr 


■M'i'i: 


'"  ■' ■'■' '':;';v^;V;'i';:.f;\!;'^'']T'i| 


rrm: 


iM' 


'!■/'!*      '.i: 


.'  '-f^  ■  . 


'  ,       ■■:;■'';(,;■  ;;,,    ;  ^-'-i,,      ,     .  ,        ^        . ,,.     , ,  ^^ 


:^:':'vri;'-:-i;. 


